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GENTS FURNISHING 


GOUDS DEPARTMENT. 


——LARGE STOCK AND GREAT VARIETY 0F—— 


Collars and Cuffs, Suspenders, Handkerchiefs, Umbrellas, Canes, etc. 


OUR PRICES GUARANTEED LOWER THAN ANY OTHER HOUSE. 





Price, 


INCLUDING ONE EXTRA 
TYPE-WHEEL. 


$100.00. 


— — 


If not satisfied after three months’ use, the purchaser may return 
the machine, and the purchase money will be refunded. 





THE ONLY TYPEWRITER AWARDED A GOLD MEDAL AT THE NEW ORLEANS EXPOSITION. 


Unprecedented Success. Already over 4,000 inuse. Exery machine guaranteed. 





Typewriter Supplies. Drop Cabinets and Tables. 
variety of Finest Grades Linen Papers. 


Large 


For pamphlet and specimen of writing, address 
a 4 . ray Gy > TrIvyg UP . 
UND PPI WRITER Ca Pce 


75 and 77 Nassau St., New York. 300 Washington St., Boston. 
206 La Salle St., Chicago. 





ALREADY PAID TO MORE THAN 


1,000 WIDOWS ano 5,000 ORPHANS 


of the deceased members by the 


. 


Home Office, Potter Building, 


38 PARK ROW, NEW YORK. 


Life Insurance 


AT ONE-HALF THE USUAL COST. 


—IT HAS—— 


$1,250,000.00 Cash Surplus, $2,000,000.00 Assets. 


It is paying in cash more than 


to the Widows and Orphans, one death claim being paid on an average of every day in the year. 


Its Cash Surplus is increasing at the rate of more than 


$1,000.00 Per Day. 


This Association has already saved to its members by reduction of premiums, as compared with the rates 
charred by the monoply life insurance companies, more than 


$14,000,000.00 SAVED. 


Further particulars furnished at Home Office, 38 Park Row, New York. 


BOARD OF DIRECTORS AND COUNCIL OFFICERS 


—OF- — 


Mutual Reserve Fund hife Association. 


ALFRED TAYLOR, Vice-President, Attorney, New Hon. HENRY J. REINMUND, Comptroller (late Su- 


York City perintendent of Insurance, State of Ohio’, 
CHARL ES R. BISSELL, Treasurer, Capitalist, New Re yet Sir W. GUYER HUNTER, M P., F. R. C. 
York City ,K.C.M.G.,M_ D.,Chief Medical Director for Great 


Hon. HENRY OVERSTOLZ, President Fifth National Britain London, England 
Bank, ex- pa Louis, Mo 1 
JOHN J.ACKER, Past Grand Master A. 0. U. W. 
Albany, e ¥. 
SAMUEL A. ROBINSON, M. D., Chairman Investment 
Committee, West New Brighton, Staten Island, N. Y. ‘fon. HENRY L. LAMB, late Bank Superintendent 
WM. H. BROWN, Wholesale Drugs, Baltimore, Md State of New York. Troy, N. 
seen N. BRADY, President Municipal Gas THOS. P. BALDWIN, Wholesale Cotton Goods, Bald- 
Co., Alban .¥. win & Cugie, Baltimore, Md. 
SAMUEL Ww. “WRAY, Grand Secretary A. L. H., Phila- WM. WILSON 
delphia, Pa. 


W. JOHNSON, Wholesale Dry Goods, Johnson, 
m.. a! Co. Baltimore, Md. 
A eases KENNEDY, Wholesale Dry Goods, Toronto, 


) 


, Manufacturer, Toronto, Ont. 
FREDERICK 8. PARKER, Chairman Death Claim Com- 
NEWELL W. BLOSS, oe lent Vice-President Great} mittee. Attorney, New York City 
Britain, cz~ Englanc WILLIAM MILLER, Director OF Agencies, New York 
JA = . BOWDEN, iM D., Medical Director, New| City 
York City. E.D LUDWIG, Superintendent. Erie, Pa. 
GEORGE F. LEWRIE. Wholesale Dry Goods of Martin, GEORGE R. McCHESNEY, Adjuster, New York City. 
Baffom & Co., 46 White 8t., New York City. J.M. STEVENSON and ~ W. T AMSDEN, Assistant 
PREDERIC T. BRAMAN. Secretary, New York City. | Secretaries. New York Cit 
B. G. BLOSS, Inspector of Agents. JULIUS W. KRAFFT, Cashier, New York City. 
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CENTRAL 
TRUSTEE OF TONTINE RESERVE FUND. 






















BEING A COLLECTION OF HUMOROUS, SATIRICAL AND SOCIETY PICTURES 
CONTRIBUTED TO “JUDGE” BY 


E. ZIMMERMAN, G. HAMILTON, F. VICTOR, M. WOOLF, F. BEARD, S. D. EHRHART, DE MEZA, F.M. HOWARTH, J. SMITH, 
ALFRED MITCHELL, AND OTHER WELL-KNOWN ARTISTS: 


And of some of the best things from the reading columns of that publication. 





NEW YORK: 


THE JUDGE PUBLISHING COMFANY. 


DAVID H. GILDERSLEEVE, PRINTER, 
45-651 ROSE ST., N. Y. 











CopyRIGHT BY 
THE JUDGE PUBLISHING CO. 


1887. 








COMPARATIVE SINS. 


ES, I wus at chu’ch Sundy. 
Sis’ Chahlotte? ” 

“No; dat wite ‘oman nebbah got 
my new princess dun, an’ I war’n’t 
goin’ dar in ole close.” 

‘Well, yo’ orter been dar.” 

“ What fo?” 

“’Cause dey sot ’CindyJohnson back 
in de chu’ch, ’hine all de sistahs. She 
can’t sing ner pray; neider shout ’twell 
way yonder arter C’rismus.” 
} “Um—um, my Lord! 
happen? Whut she dun?” 


Wus yo, 





How dat 


‘*She ’mos’ cussed.” 

‘‘Oh, my! yo’ don’t say. But I nebbah did hab much faith in 
’Cindy’s ’ligion—she wus jis three days a mo’ner. Whut wus hit 
she sed?” 

“She wus settin’ up dar “hine de stove by Sis’ Ca’line Day an’ 
she tookin’ whispa’hed out sorter loud while Caleb wus preachin’: 
‘Sis’ Ca’line, dinged 
ef I ain’t gwine toe 
hebben.’ An’ Caleb 
heered ’er, an’ tuhned 
’roun’ an’ ax whut she 





. ; a 
said, and she took an’ ZZ£ 
tole um, ‘Yes, she Se ae AOL IAA 
did say hit. an’ she ge vr aa 


gwine to say hit ergin 
when she_ wanter.’ 
An’ den he called up 
de deacons an’ sot her 
back right dar.” 


‘Caleb am de bes’ 
pasture evah we is 
had. Whut he dun 
wid Ella Seevel ’bout 
dem close she took 
an’ stole?” 

“Oh, dey gin her 
de improvement ob 
de chu’ch.” 

“‘Why? Wut’s dat?” 

“Tolehershemus'n’ 
bring approach on de 
chu’ch, an’ nex’ time 
she want anything 
white fokeses is got, 
toe wait twell it wus 
good dark ‘fore she 
went ater it.” 


‘*We’ve gotderight 
pasture at las’, Sis’ 
‘Liza. De goats ull 
cum outfrom de sheep 
now. Les’ gib himer 
fesserval on the nex’ 
light er de moon.” 

“Yes; we oughter 
hole up his han’s.” 


“Good bye, Sis’ 
Charlotte.” 
“Good bye, Sis’ 


"Liza, an’ t’ank God.” _ to float the boat.” 


HANDY TO HAVE AROUND. 


0 AL 





Miss RonTEAU —‘* Won't you please jump up and down a few times, mamma? Jack and I want 


SPOKE FROM EXPERIENCE. 
“What is the most dangerous kind of lightning, pa?” asked 
little Johnny inquisitively; “streaked or forked?” 
“Neither, my boy,” gravely replied old Brown, nursing his 
head; “the worst I know of is the Jersey.” 





“Clara Belle” tells of a very old man who kissed two young 
girls and immediately remarked, ‘“‘ Jennie, you wear thick under- 
clothes and Marie doesn’t.” The girls were indignant until the 
old man explained. ‘I know,” he said, “because Marie has a 
cold nose and Jennie hasn’t.” And yet they say it is possible for 
a man to get so old as to be in his dotage. 





BEYOND REDEMPTION. 


“Drinking intoxicating liquor is a very poor thing, my good 
man,” sermonizeda pious old lady. ‘Even asa stimulant, the 
effect lasts only for a moment.” 

‘‘Just so, mum,” replied the old toper. 


“ That’s the reason I 
have to drink so often, you know.” 





DON’T LIVE THERE. 


Lawyer —*‘ Now, you 
say youve known 
this couple for years?’ 

Witness—“ Yes, sir.” 
GEASS Seg ygyl Lawyer-—“ Ever secn 

a, ae them quarrel ?” 

Witness—“ Never.” 

Lawyer — * They’ve 
always lived together 
in unity, eh?” 

Witness—“ No, sir; 
in Swampsville; about 
four miles from 
Unity.” 








WHAT HE LIKED. 

Wife—‘ John, you 

don’tlike high bonnets 

on me, do you?” 
Husband—“ No.” 
Wife—“ How high?” 
Husband—“ Not to 

exceed four dollars.” 





It is alleged by a 
statistician that wid- 
ows are more likely to 
die than widowers; 
but we observe thvt 
widows outlive their 
husbands almost 7s a 
hundred to one. 





The widows of sev- 
en ministers attend the 
same church in Des 
Moines, Ia. Wedon’t 
know what the minis. 
ters have been doing— 
and then again there 
may have been an ex- 
tended epidemic. 





GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 





MICKY’S REHEARSAL. 
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POLICEMAN SKULLY AT HOME—‘‘Shure it’s you that'll mek th’ foine 
otticer, me son. Now phlay Oi was a tramp on a binch af the City Hall Parruk, 
an’ youse mek me move on.” 





MICKY, WITH ENTHUSIASM —** Move (whack !) on out o’ thot!!!” 





EDUCATION IN THE RURAL DISTRICTS. 

Young Joshua Grimes has quit teaching the Wild Goose Pond 
district school, and learning languishes there for the present. 
The school directors of the district at their last meeting resolved 
that more progressive ideas were needed in the mental 
training of Wild Goose Pond’s rising generation, and so set 
ten dollar-a-month home talent aside and hired genius at six- 
teen dollars a month from the county seat. Young Joshua 


you mowt, cud, wudder, shudder ben doin’ of it an hour ago, an’ 
you jist mosey right out thar an’ do it! Conjergatin! Wall, I 
dunno nothin’ ’bout grammar, but wen I git through givin’ 
that new teacher a lesson t’morrer he’ll think he’s ben con- 
jergated by a ten-hoss power cider mill, ’nless I’ve forgot 
my A, B,C’s?” 

As Farmer Nye was seen going toward the school-house 
next morning, and as young Joshua Grimes was observed, 


Grimes was the genius. 

Farmer Meshellum Nye is a 
leading taxpayer in the Wild 
Goose Pond district. Farmer 
Nye is an easy man to get 
along with, but is a little set in 
his way. He matriculated un- 
der the methods of Wild Goose 
Pond home talent of a genera- 
tion or so ago, and was a trifle 
shy of the new system of edu- 
cation introduced by the pro- 
gressive directors, buthe hoped 
for the best. His rosy-cheeked 
daughter Sallie is one of the 
district's scholars. One even- 
ing, shortly after the new 
teacher from town had taken 
charge of the school, Farmer 
Nye sat by the sitting-room 
fire-place, whittling a corn- 
husker out of a hickory stick. 
Sallie sat near with a book. 

“ W’at ye readin’ of, Sallie?” 
said her father. 

“Steddyin’ grammar, pap,” 
replied Sallie. 

“Be, hay ?” said the farmer. 

“ That’s one o’ them idees o’ 
the new teacher, hain’t it?” 


ANOTHER CHAMPION. 
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‘*Hey, Jimmy; where did yer git der medal 
fur parlor skatin’ ? ”’ 
**No, I didn’t. It’s achampion medal ; I can spit 
further dan any man in de ward!” 


a? 








STYLE IN HARLEM. 








GROGAN (entering Miss Grogan’s boudoir)—** An’ me huntin’ th’ shanty high 
an low fer me umbrelly!” 


“Yes, pap.” 

“How ye gettin’ ‘long with the new 
teacher, anyhow?” said Mr. Nye, scrap- 
ing his knife over the hickory. 

“Oh, fastest kind,” replied the student. 
“We're clear into grammar a’ready, ye 
see.” 

“Grammar, hay?” 
“How does it go?” 

‘*Wall,” said Sallie, “ teacher tells me 
to stan’ up an’ conjergate, an’ I stan’ up 
an’ say, “J love, you love. he loves; | 
mowt, cud, wudder, shudder loved, you 
mowt ”— 

“You, Sal! Hol’ on thar!” exclaimed 
Farmer Nye, throwing his knife and 

_ hickory on the hearth, and grabbing the 
cook. “You love an’ he loves, hay? 
an’ ye mowt, cud, wudder, shudder 
loved, hay? I know’d th’ was sumpin’ 
skeery "bout this new fangled teachin’! 
An’ that’s grammar! That's conjergatin’! 
Wall, I can’t wash, nor he can’t wash 
them dishes out there in the kitchen, but 


said the farmer, . 





later on, to leave the school- 
house by a. window, regard- 
less of the sash, and to fly 
wildly across country in the 
direction of the county seat, it 
is thought that the farmer con- 
vinced him that his system was 
not suited to Wild Goose Pond 
and that was the reason he 
gave up the school. 


DIDN’T WANT THAT KIND. 

Customer—“ ve got a sore 
back, mister, and I want the 
best kind of plaster you’ve got.” 

Drug clerk (exhibiting it)— 
‘‘How would one of these 
porous plasters do?” 

Customer—“ Well, if you've 
got a porous plaster without 
them holes in, I’ll be darned 
if I don’t try it.” 


EVIDENTLY A FULL DRESS 
AFFAIR. 

Bagley—* You say the birds 
were nice. What kind of dress- 
ing did you have?” 

Bailey—‘‘ None at all; there 
were ladies present.” 





AcTREss—‘‘ Any letter here for me from the 
crowned heads of Europe ?”’ 

TICKET SELLER -‘‘No, but there are forty thou- 
sand for you from the bald-heads of America.” 





GOOD THINGS 


ALL HE COULD SEE 
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Miss SHAPELEIGH—*‘ Oh, Mr. Candor, I’m so glad tosee you! What do you 
think of my new gown ?” 
Mr. CANDOR (much embarrassed)—** The—ah—the rose is beautiful.” 





STRAUSS ON POLITICS. 


Strauss had laid away the 
rag with which he had wiped 
his bar, and was leaning 
back contemplating the pho- 
tograph of his friend who 
had recently been elected to 
represent his district in the 
Assembly. He, inan absent- 
minded manner, pushed 
back the lunch-plate of 
bologna and glossy, tired- 
looking crackers as he heard 
my step. 

“Ah, vos dot you?) Come 
mit me unt see dot bortrait. 
Dot man he got grazy for an 








FROM JUDGE. - 


GETTING OUT OF IT. 
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NEAR-SIGHTED MAMMA (who has given Charlie a little surprise-party at college) 
—‘* And who is the gentleman over the mantel? ”’ 

CHARLIE (with a ray of hepe)—*‘ That’s B-b-brown, captain of our nine.’ 

MAaMMA—“ Fine, athletic looking fellow, but slightly er—heavy fora runner, 
I should say.” 


’ 


office. His friends could not safe him efery way dey vill try. 
You see in dose bicture he is try to look like Bismarck on der 
cigar boxes. He got alretty his hand in his vest like you seen 
Henry Clay ven he signed der declaration of emancipation, aind 
it? He got his lofty brow leaning on his hand like Cheneral Lec 
at der baddle of der Wilderness. I see aber | look at dot bicture 
dot mine friend is dumple to der bolitical racket.” 

“ He is proud, probably, that he is elected,” I suggested. 

“Yah, you baed he is proud. Der poys vus trunk so long dot 
he sets ’em oop, und shlap him on der back till dey knock his 
outsides allinwards. Unt dot vas glory, aind it? 1 radder been 
a triver on a bobtail horses cars.” P 

“ You are not an admirer of politics, 1 see, Strauss,” I remarked. 

“ Uf you vant to buy somedings so dot you aint catch cold in 
your mout talkin’ so much, den I gif you my views unt I aint 
swear it off ven you brint it in der noosepaper. By chiminy, | 
aint hear dot money drawer ring so long ago it got proke meppe.” 





SPOILING A BARGAIN. 





** Yes, sah—soun’, kind an’ true, an’ wond’ful ’telligent.” 





‘*Whoa, dar! you rascal. 1 war 


Now see de ’telligence ob de brute. 

praisin’ him an’ he ’nudged me not to lay it on too heaby.” | 
PROSPECTIVE BUYER —‘‘ Guess I won’t buy dat hoss. Mout nudge me in de 

head some day. Good mawnin’, brudder Jones.” 


excuse me. Have 
Strauss? One of 
your own? Thanks.” 

‘“‘ Bolitics,” said Strauss, as 
he pulled fiercely at one of 
his own habanas, ‘‘vas a 
drade yoost like any oder 
drade. Uf you dond belief 
it you ask dem fellers dot 
got draded off for Hewitt.” 

I nodded and he resumed. 

‘*Nopody got any vot you 
callissue. Nein, uf you vas 
plind unt vote at midnight 
in a dark cellar it makes no 
deefrance. Der country vas 
safe all der time. Brin- 
ceeple vas allgone. Uf you 
vote one barty or anunder, 
von you come out for der 
same hole in der fence oder 
you know it or not. Dot 
oxcitement unt speeches unt 
prass bands—say uf I got 
some stale peer you see me 
pump it like der tuyvel to 
make it foum unt holt der 
glass avay down py der 
floor, unt don’t you forgot 
it, I makes an issue mit 
wind, aint it?” 

I nodded and Strauss con- 
tinued. 

‘* Dere vas only two kints 
of men in bolitics—de mans 
dat buys votes unt der mans 
dot sells votes, unt dey both 
got sheated like der tuyvel.” 

“Ah, you are too hard 
now, Strauss,” I said. “There 
are good men in all parties 
who vote from principle.” 

‘“‘Dem don’t count,” said 
Strauss. “You buy ten 
pounds of sugar how much 
you got to pay for der prown 
paper unt string ?” 

“Why, nothing, 
course,” I replied. 

* Oxectly, unt dem good 


** Ah, 
a cigar, 


of 


lisden to mine ophicleide. 


“You take a dark 
view of politics, 
Strauss. You forget 
that a man must be 
true to his constit- 
uents,” I said. 

** Vas ist das con- 
stootiwince? You 
mean dem fellers 
dot elect him ?” 

“ Yes, he must re- 
gard the wants of 
the party that elect- 
ed him.” 

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!” 
laughed Strauss. 
“Dot's all right. 
You baed he been 
drue to his con- 
stootiwince den. 
Uf a man’s bocket- 
book been his con- 
stootiwince, he been 
drue to it effery 
time, mine friend, 
ha, ha, ha.” 

“You are bitter, 
Strauss, very bitter 
on the subject of 
politics.” 

“ Mine frient, you 
see dot shlate. You 


brinceeple fellers vas yoost prown 
paper unt string to carry home sugar for der boliticians. 


Dey vas trowed in like advertising 
cards to blease der shildren.” 
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Miss Fatrr—‘‘ Now, Mr. Mundogsky, as you are a painter and an almirer of the 
beautiful, you must admire my friend, Miss Rose ? 

Mvunpbocsky—-‘‘ Ah! but we painters admire only the real beauties | in nature, and 
[ain told that your friend paints those charms we are told to admire.’ 


Miss F —‘*Itis a gross slander, I assure you. I have known her for years, and she 
no more paints than—you do.” 





} ements, 





see mine dog Keyser all 
proke oop. Yousee Lowesa 
in der pack room mit der 
cerebro mental spiningitis. 
Dots all dem election oxcid- 
unt I furnish der 
peer for der whole ward. 
Vot I got? I got oxperience, 
dat’s votI got? Dem brom- 
ise me an office on der shtaff 
of der bostmaster-sheneral 
mit a horse to ride. Py 
chiminy! I ain’t seen von of 
dem boliticians since dey 
vas kick oud my vinders 
election night. I got lager 
peer unt sweitzer-case unt 
bologna unt pretzels, unt 
now I got oxperience. Dis 
peen der shop for all dem 
articles. Goot night.” 
THE OLD PROFESSOR. 


NOT SO GOOD, AFTER 
ALL. 


Bilkins—“ Bickley is very 
angry with you. He says 
you have been making re- 
marks about him that have 
injured his good name.” 

Bagley—* Indeed ?” 

Bilkins- “Yes; he prizes 
his good name very highly.” 

Bagley—* He does? Well, 
I don’t. I have it on three 
notes and have learned not 
to prize it at all.” 


MEN ARE SO SELFISH! 

“ Why sosilent, George?” 
she asked. 

“T just saw a shooting 
star and didn’t want to speak 
until I wished something,” 
he said. 

“You're just as mean as 
you can be! Why did you 
nottell me and thenwe could 
both have wished together.” 








You 


“« Lovely?’ No indeed ! 








Thursday, A.M. 

fe Buffalo\—** Lor’! howtiredlam. I’ve 
walked all the way from Chicago and haven't hada 
good snooze since I started. 
and take one.’ 


Friday, A.M. 
** Holy smoke ! 


I'll jess climb in here —_ be blowed if I ain’t back in Chicago!” 


Well, that takes the cake. I'll 


A MIGHTY CHANGE. 
“o grandma !- don’t you think my dress is perfectly lovely ?” 
When I was a girl we used to have 


our dresses but- 
toned up to our 
necks and one but- 
ton on our gloves, 
but now they have 
their gloves up to 
their necks and one 
button on their 
dress.” 


A NEW INDUSTRY 
Jones —“Say ! 
who is that mag- 
nificent girl with 
the diamonds you 
just bowed to?” 
Brown—* A cigar- 
ette-maker.” 
Fones—“What, 
the cashier? ” 
Brown—* No, she 
rides the bicycle 
and pitches in the 
base-ball club for 
their photos.” 





Question— Are 
the buttons of the 
bathing-dress made 
small and the but- 
ton-holes large on 
purpose? 





NO LAUGHING MATTER. 





Mose—‘‘I don’t see nuffin to laff at!”’ 
JEFFERSON—“‘ Co’se not; you can’t see yusself.” 





COMING TO THE POINT. 


“T hear ’em say, Miss Metie, you gwine 
to marry ‘fore long.” 

“Who say so?” 

‘*George Cowherd tole me.” 

“ George Cowherd’s mouth ain't no praar- 
book. Who’s I gwine to marry?” 

‘He say ole man Harry Perkins.” 

“Harry Perkins! Humph! I wouldn’t 
hab dat ole nigger fer séap grease.” 

“Ef ’twas me now would you have me 
fer wood-cutter ?” 

“ Daddy cuts de wood.” 

“Lemme tote it, 
den.” 

‘“‘Kee-ee-ee! I 
don’t know "bout dat: 
You has ter ax mam- 
my.” 

“An’ how if she 
say yes?” 

“Well, den, Mr. 
Meachem, I mean 
yes, sho’ ’nough.” 

“Well den—kee- 
ee-ee |” 

There will shortly 
be a wedding in the 
highest colored circle 
on Manson’s Branch. 
No cards. 


They have a soul 
for music out West. 
A local manager ina 
Minnesota town re- ‘ Y 
jected Lawrence Bar- on 


rett’s application for i FY S.CSSh 


a date on the ground 
that he did not carry 
a brassband. Trag- 
edy minus a_ brass 
band is, in the West, 
like just so much fu- 
neral without the pre- 
liminary fun of sit- 
ting up with the 
corpse. 


“Your counsel is 
rather long-winded,” 


GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


The younger*members of a fashion- 
able Newport club last season chal- 
lenged the married men of the organiza- 
tion to a game of base ball. The latter 
demanded the right to name the umpire, 
and this being conceded at once pounced 
upon Mr. Wm. R. Travers, explained the 
situation, and asked if he would officiate 
in that capacity. ‘ Y-y-yes,” said Tra- 
vers, “and b—b-by th-th-thunder, they’re 
li-li-licked already.” 





The genial William was about the 
same time calling upon a friend, when 
one of the young ladies of the house be- 
gan singing in a more or less interesting 
manner. At the conclusion of the con- 
cert, Travers, who had seemingly been 
a profound listener to the music, turned 
to a friend and remarked, “If th-th- 
that’s the tu-tu-tune I th—th-think it is, 
it’s p-p-pretty d g-g-good.” 








The law of limitation seems to affect 
about everything this side of death ex- 
cept the curiosity of a newspaper man. 
The Philadelphia Zimes now wants to 
know what becomes of the ballet girl. 
The Philadelphia Zimes is too durn in- 
quisitive. 





However, there is an impression 
abroad that the ballet girl, like the poor, 
is always with us, and when she isn’t, she 
is in the far West, engaged in the joint 
undertaking of raising the devil and a 
family. Or she may be elevating gar- 
den truck for the Chicago market; or, 
again, perhaps at this season of the year 
she is standing with one foot on a bliz- 
zard and the other in Siam. The possi- 
bilities of a ballet girl are great. 


atm 








FROM SHANTYTOWN. 




















‘¢Crape on the door at Hoolihan’s agin, eh? Ah, 
yes, I[remimber; they had a sociable last night.”’ 


NOT QUITE SURE. 


X. is the “most forgetfulest” man on 
record. He forgets his umbrella, his ad- 
dress, the time of day, and whose presence 
he is in. The other day he was accosted 
by one of his acquaintances whom he had 
not seen for a long time. 

‘*Are you married, and have you any 
children ?” asked his friend. 

“ Yes—that is, I believe so—five or six.” 





A young man of 
Coleman, Mich., 
arose from his bed 
the other night and 
called at his sweet- 
heart’s house, though 
he had left the lady 
only a short time be- 
fore. The head of 
the family promptly 
and severely kicked 
him off the stoop. 
The disturbance 
awakened the lady. 
“William called,” 
said the old gentle- 
man _ sententiously. 
“Why!” replied the 
lady, “he must have 
forgotten some- 
thing.” “Um—yes!” 
exclaimed the parent 
— “everything but 
his night-shirt.” The 
youth was a som- 
nambulist. 





An unappreciative 
scribe informs us 
‘that Mary Anderson 
has been making pe- 
riodical visits to the 
home of William 
Black, the novelist, 
and that the natives 
just as periodically 
grabbed for their 


remarked a witness. Mrs. De Ping has invited her country relatives to dinner, in acknowledgment of courtesies shown during Winter flannels and 
“Yes.” was the re- 7% “we weeks’ country visit the Summer before. z 
pig 4 He (after the sixth course)—‘*1’m blowed if I can eat another mossel ! i heath A 

ply: “he used to be SHE (nudging lum under the table. and in a whisper)—‘ Onbutton yer vest, Ezry. It’s th’onlychance 40 ustled into the 
a barber.” we'll hev ter git even with um fer another year.” 








bear-skin overcoats, 


next county. 
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GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


MORE POINTED THAN POLITE. 


ii 
AUP MMANAAy 





Miss De CoLLETTE—‘“‘ Do you approve of the nude in art, Mr. Fitz-Jones ?” 


Mr. Fitz-JonEs—‘‘ Well, I don’t know. 


I think it better there than in society.”’ ” 





TWELVE REASONS WHY CELERY REQUIRES SALT. 

It was a class of youny ladies from various of our principal 
cities, etc., in a prominent seminary that might or might not be 
Vassar, and the examination was in writing. The question was, 
“Why does the vegetable celery require so much more salt when 
it is eaten than any other garden product?” And here are the 
answers: 

1. Miss Cultura Bostoniensis —“ Because the atoms which enter 
into the composition of this representative of the genus apium gra- 
volens have a repellant effect on any particles of saline matter 
that may occupy a contiguous proximity, and their non-compati- 
bility produces a deprivation that can only be supplied by a sub- 
sequent manipulation in recepiicale salis.” 

2. Miss Patrissima Philadelphia—‘‘ Because the ancestral plant 
did not have salt enough to transmit the flavor to the younger 
members of the family.” 


UNSCARED. 
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Sport—‘‘ Say, young feller, you'd better let that dog alone. : 
Boy—‘‘ Yah! wat’s de matter wid you? I ain’t goin’ to hurt yer dog!” 








3. Miss Putonairs Washingtona— Because it did not choose to 
absorb any salinity from the vulgar herd of particles in the sur- 
rounding earth.” 

4. Miss Interesta New Yorka—‘‘ Because the salt was squeezed 
out before it got in, like a Broadway dividend.” 

5. Mile. La Fille de St. Louis—“ Because whatever salt it had 
went somewhere else.” 

6. Miss Frigidus Montreal—“ It doesn’t; frozen turnips take more.” 

7. Miss Inahurria Chicagoana—“ Because it’s eaten before it’s 
grown.” 

8. Miss Stayathoma Cincinnatiensis—“ Because it chose to go 
without.” 

9. Miss Concisa Omaha—“ Because it’s so fresh.” 

10. Miss Contradicta San Francisca—* Because it doesn’t.” 
11. Miss Countriant Vermonti—‘‘’Cause it’s good.” 
12. Miss Yankina Connecticuto—“ Does it?” 








AN INDUCEMENT ‘FOR CHARITY. 


_—_ 





**Say, boss, won’t you help a poor veteran of the war, an old one-armed 
soldier?” 

OwnER—‘“* What! Help a man who fit agin us!” 

**] didn’t fit, boss. I run.’ 





GOOD THINGS 





THE BROKEN WISH. 





SiLtas—**’Taint raight fer ter tell ’till she *—— 


EXPERIENCE. 
OFFERED DIRT CHEAP BY UNCLE JASPER, WITH NO TAKERS. 


rs “De man wat lays up ’is 
ies. treasyahs in ‘is stummick am 
ee mo’ en laikly toe wish dat he’d 
cultivated suffin’ ’side ’is appe- 
tite befo’ de win’ ob de wintah 
ob life capers 
wid ’is. gray 
ha’.’’ The 
moralist was 
Unc’ Jasper, as 
he was called 
by the worldly; 
or Deacon Jas- 
per, as. his 
brethren and 
sisters of the 
church were 
wont to greet 
him. His above 
remark was gra- 
tuitously be- 
stowed upon 
several colored 
dudes, members 
of the Webster- 
ian persuaders, 
a debating so- 
ciety attached 
to Deacon Jas- 
per’s church, who after the weekly meeting had 
organized a surprise party to descend upon a neighboring oyster 
saloon without asking the deacon to ornament the festive board. 





FINELY POINTED. 





First PARTY—‘‘ Am dat de hoss you blowed about de oder evenin’? I doan’ 
see any fine points "bout him.” 

SECOND PARTY—‘‘ Yo’s blind fe’ shua niggah ; wha’ de fine points ob dat 
hoss am—am stickin’ out all ober him.” 




















FROM JUDGE. 9 


* Yo’ ull see de day wen my wa’nin’ ull hit yo’ ez haad ez a 
runaway mule dat meets yo’ w’en yo is tu’nin’ a co’nah,” con- 
tinued the deacon. And he struck a position that displayed 
the most remarkable physique that ever excited medical orother 
curiosity 

A sectional view of the deacon embracing the middle of 
his body might stand for the trunk of a boodle alderman of long 
boodling. It was round, protuberant, and-well conditioned, 
except as to externals. The shabby edges of and antique 
figures on a vest that negligently embraced his stomach lent a 
peculiar effect to thighs that tapered as rapidly as a triangle 
until they reached swell knobs which were presumably his 
knees, His legs were mere shadows of a some-time substance, 
and were embraced by trousers which with their contents would 
have suggested a pair of long stockings dangling from a clothes- 
line, had they not been embarrassed by feet which spread like 
the massed roots of an upturned-.oak. His left hand rested on 
his hip as negligently as a tramp on the shady side of a high- 
way, whilehisright, with fingers pointingin as many directions 
as a cross-roads indicator, protruded in argumentative fashion. 
A fringe of white wool hid the junction of his neck and shoul- 
ders; his ears were half disguised by a like growth; his eye- 
brows, elongated into an elliptic contour by the earnest expres- 
sion on his face, crowded the wrinkles in his forehead into 
eccentric lines; and his mouth, half open and as indefinite in 
boundary as the Missouri during a spring freshet, disclosed 
two broken teeth which seemed to tear new holes in or knock 
still other pieces from the edges of words already tattered when 
they left his tongue. 

“Look at me yo’ dissypates, yo’, an’ take wa’nin’,” he said, 
slapping the best developed part of his body. ‘‘ W’en | war destew- 
ahd ob a Hudson ribbersteamboat I dun pampah my stummick 
‘twell hit war haad wuck toe tote hit roun’. 1n dem days I pick 
de best mo’sels ob eb'’ry dish, ’twell 1 war fat ez a hog in butcha- 





—‘ Bre’ks!” 

hin’ time. I dun tink dat de chief en’ ob man war vittles. 
But w’en I dun los’ my eye-sight so dat I used salt w’en de dish 
wanted sugah, an’ sprinkled red peppah wha’ cin’mon war de 
condiment desi’d, I ceas’ toe be a stewahd an drop down toe de 
level ob a w’itewash-brush an’ odd jobs ob totin’. Ef I'd put 
a check rein on my appetite w’en hit war prancin’ laik a two- 
yah ole colt, I might ob been a o‘nament toe society ’stid ob a 
fissekel cu’ossity; an’ ef I’da took half de trouble wid a savin’s 
bank dat I did toe keep my wais’band tight, 1 might a been 
fixed toe len’ money at fo’teen pah cent int’res’ ’stid ob not 
bein’ able toe borrer hit on any terms. Yo’ young niggahs 
doan’ need oystahs dis ebenin’ enny mo’ en oystahs need feet 
er I needa crop ob red haiah on my pate. Dis yer puttin’ fo’ 
meals ob vittles wha’ free meals ull do jis’ ez much good am 
bound toe lead toe an av’ridge bimeby dat ull make de eatah 
wish he’d spread his food ovah mo’ time. Yo’ eat oystahs toe- 
night an’ laik ez no yo’ ull hankah fo’ herrin’ befo’ snow flies 
agin.” 

P The oration of Uncle Jasper was at this point delivered to 
the air. The young men had left with sharpened appetites, and 
as they disappeared down the street the old man heaved a sigh 
and concluded, “ Common sense am wasted on de young. Da 
gotter git sperunce jis’ ez ole folks dun got hit; an’ w’en 
da gits hit da ull offah hit in de maakit dirt cheap wid no 
takahs.” 


JAMES A. WALDRON, 
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A LITTLE LEARN- 
ING. 


“What size is this?” 
asked Mrs. Malaprop, 
picking up a music 
book. 

“That’s an octavo, 
ma’am,” said the 
dealer. 

“ Well, then,” she re- 
turned, “let me have 
a seven octavo. I want 
it to match the piano.” 


NOT IN SEASON. 


At a Vermont hotel. 


Guesi—‘‘Is there a 
bar connected with the 
house ?” 


Waiter “No, sir; 
this ain’t the season 
for b’ar.” 


A PICTURE. 


Youthful and hasty and foolish, but then— 
She was alone and so witchingly pretty ; 

Great hazel eyes and a retrousse nose, 

Cheeks like the leaves of a deep-blushing rose, 
Lips that I thought might be charmingly witty. 


Youthful and hasty and foolish, but then— 
Youngsters fall backward when wisdom advances. 

Such a small mask with some filagree work, 

Such a wee chin where the dimples woz/d lurk, 
Such roguish smiles and such kittenish glances ! 


Youthful and hasty and foolish, but then— 
Fortune’s disciples see many odd faces; 

Will we two meet in the same way ayain ? 

Youthful and hasty and foolish, but then 
She was a queen in a quartet of aces. 


There are said to be no ‘‘kickers” in 
heaven; and perhaps that’s the reason 
Thomas Carlyle has such an intense yearn- 
ing to come back and abuse somebody. 


A CRUSHING BLOW. 


FF mi) Wins 


HK iin’ 


REGINALD—-** Haw, I aw—say, old chappie, do you know 
anything that'’s—aw— good foh waising a mustache?” 
is—aw—vewy 


ALGERNON— ‘*Snydah’s hair westowah 
good. I—aw waised mine with 2," 


— get some othah kind.” 


‘*Begorra! There’s that sardine what axed 
me to foight last noight over at Tim’s whin 
he knew I had a pravious ingagement. Dom- 
med ef I don’t thry him now.”’ 





REGINALD (after a critical glance at Algernon’s upper lip)— 
“Much "bliged foh your infohmation, old chappie. I’ll—aw 








Oi’m riddy now. 
an’ that!” 


A PAIR OF “BRACES.” 





Anotherone on Wm.R. Travers. A short 
time before his departure for Bermuda Wil- 
liam was a member of a party of gentle 
men who were discussing the question 

whether luck did or 

did not constitute the 

only factor nowadays 

in the accumulation 

of wealth. One of the 

party gave several in- 

stances-in support of his 
side of the argument, and 
among them mentioned 

the case of a certain rail- 

road superintendent who 
» had risen throughaseries 

of adventitious circum- = 

stances to a position of 

opulence and influence. 

Hesaid,“ Here’sthis man, 

without any great capa- 

bility, reaching a station in 
life where he can count 
millions and snap his 
fingers at more deserving 
mortals. Heisapowerin 
his particular road, has 
several country houses 
along the line, andateach 
place has erected elegant 
stations at the expense of 
thecompany, while other 
places go without, or next 
door to it. Now I want 


to know if that isn’t 
luck?” William, who 
had remained silent 


through the argument, 


here interrupted with, 
“No;  th-th-that’s_ reli- 
gion!” 


‘*Yez wanted to foight wid me, ded yez? Well, 
Pot up yer fists, and take that—- 





GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


TAKING ADVANTAGE OF CIRCUMSTANCES. 


DISTINGUISHING 
TRAITS. 


School teacher—‘Y es, 
scholars, you can tell 
a man’s. occupation 
many times by look- 
ing at him. Now how 
would you distinguish 
a day laborer?” 

Scholar — “ By his 
large hands and mus- 
cles.” 

School teacher—“ Right 

—and a lawyer?” 

Scholar — “ By his 
massive brain.” 

School teacher—* Yes 
—and an editor?” 

Scholar — “ By his 
baggy trousers.” 


In Chicago they have 
changed the battle-cry 
to “Let ’er go, Mc- 
Garigle.” 


If young Manning Logan’s wedding out- 
fit is as limited and elaborate as the news- 
papers would lead one to believe, the 
marriage ceremony is calculated to attract 
universal attention. We have it upon the 
authority of the Pittsburg Pos that it con- 
sists of “two suits of silk underwear at 
$40 per suit, several pairs of black silk 
stockings at $5 per pair, and a night-shirt 
ordered from New York, costing $200.” 
This is a little out of the ordinary run of 
wedding clothes, but we suppose it will 
be all right if the police don’t interfere. 


APPRECIATION. 


Jones had gone down to Coney Island 
for the first time, and was lying on the 
sand watching the foam washed up by the 
waves. ‘And to think,” he mused, ‘‘that 
that’s the kind of stuff they make pipes 
of.” 


TOO LITERAL. 





Fizzig ordered an appropriate monument for his wife : 
but he happened inadvertently to make a remark about her 
having led him ‘‘a cat and dog life.’ 


’ 


The monument was 


cut and erected during his absence from the city. His delight 
upon viewing it for the first time is given above. 











GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


ON THE HACKENSACK MEADOWS. 
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ENGLISH SPORTSMAN-—‘‘ Well, blow me hit’s the tamest snipe hi ever 
saw. Hi wonder hif ’e hever saw a man before. 








HOW MR. BLAINE SUFFERED AND GREW STRONG. 

** What is the matter, dear?” said Mrs. Blaine to James G. as that 
gentleman leaned over the taffrail and gazed with contemplative 
regret at the shadow 
of the jibboom in the 
water. “Idonot know 
exactly,” was the reply, 
“but it has the heavi- 
ness of the Missouri 
Conipromise. I said 
years ago—But never 
mind. Forgive me if I 
seem rude, but pray do 
not interrupt me.” 

The latter part of the 
remarks was given with 
much rapidity of utter- 
ance, as if Mr. Blaine 
feared he would inter- 
rupt himself and want- 
ed to be courteous pre- 
vious thereto. After 
several moments of 
very powerful exercises 
Mr. Blaine paused and 
said, “It was worse. 
I declare I think it must 
have been Mr. Bayard’s 
brutal and totally re- 
prehensible foreign 
policy. Pray do not 
think me presuming, 


INCONTROVERTIBLE EVIDENCE. 


WIDE-AWAKE OFFICER—‘‘ I’ve got you now! 
Ain’t you the galoot that’s been beatin’ the 
Bon Ton restaurant out of those five-dollar 
table d’hote dinners. 





There was a long pause, interrupted by noises as of frequent 


hiccoughs, suppressed sobs, and large, fat sighs. 


Then Mr. 


Blaine said, with staring eyes and every indication of extreme 


A CASE OF MISTAKEN IDENTITY. 





Suspecr—‘‘ No, sir; this is the first time 


I've been out of 


months.” 


but—Amelia, hold-my-hat.’ 


The utterance was im- 


wie Wie 


Bee 2 27 
3 M — Or (4 A if 
ye ihe Hae 


voice. 
able. 


dependent 


suffrage.” 





Nears 
{ cxnpemays: Lt gue I tell youl gave you 


CUSTOMER (@ 
six collars, and here are only three. 

STEE LEE (indignantly\—‘* You t'inkee me hokee collar— 
me tellee lie? Here my book say only t’ree collar—lookee 
for you’self.”” 

‘ustomer, convinced, departs, 


pressive and given in the 
tone of command. 
not sensitive,” said Mrs. 
Blaine after a short pause, 
; i during which Mr. Blaine 
(i o™ was greatly exercised ; “but 
. I do not like that tone of 
Still you are excus- 
It was dreadful. I 
imagine it must have been 
Mr. Cleveland's veto of the 
pensions bill, 
with the addition of some 
remarks of Senator Ingalls 
on the question of negro 


“T am 


Thereupon Mr. Blaine re- 
marked “ Merciful heaven !” 
in a hasty and agitated way, 
and ejected nothing further 
in the shape of words for 
five minutes. 
he said presently,“ telegraph 
back to Augusta, Me., that 
I am no more. 
be anything left worth sav- 
ing. Still”—he paused irres- 
olutely, and then remarked 
with great haste—“ still-by- 
jingo-it-appears-there-is ! ” 


“« My child,” 


There can't 





the museum in three 


COOL AND 


astonishment, “Hah! 
by heavens, the Rev. 
Dr. Burchard !” 

“You ought to feel 
better now,’ remarked 
Mrs. Blaine. ‘‘I knew 
just as soon as you be- 
gan to look pale that 
you were not well. 
You have had too much 
mental distress.” 

“ Don’t disturb me!” 
suddenly exclaimed Mr. 
Blaine with great vehe- 
mence. “This is the 
end of the world, in- 
tluding the Green 
Mountains and a large 
section of the labor 
party of Henry George! 
Ah! 1 f-there-is-any- 
thing - left have-it em- 
balmed !” 

Ten minutes elapsed. 
and then Mr. Blaine, 
wan, sad-eyed and with 
an expression of deep 
disgustand indignation 
turned upon the compa- 


THRIFTY. 


WW / 4 


PROSPECTIVE WIDOW—‘“ Hi. 


ohn! you run out ‘n tell 


them fellers thet’s a-foolin’ with your pop, if they don’t 
bring thet air clothes-line back when they’re through with 
it, ’ll hev the law on to’m!” 






















































nion of his grief 
and _ shrieked. 
* Do you know 
what that was, 
madam ?” 

“St. George 
and the drag- 
on?” remarked 
Mrs. Blaine with 
much doubt, a 
look of intense 
horror and a 
large interroga- 
tion point in 
each eye 

“No, madame, 
no!” shrieked 
Mr. Blaine, 
pointing to the 
wide waste of 
heaving bil- 
lows below; 
“that was Sen- 
ator Edmunds 
of Vermont.” 





The Rochester 
Herald says the 
editor of the 
Cornwall Re- 
publican has car- 
ried one watch 
sixty years. So? 
Very lucky 
man. Whose 
watch is it? 


THE YOUNG IDEA. 


‘*Where is heaven, ma?” nquired a 
little tot 

‘*It’s a place where the people who 
die go to,” was the rather unsatisfactory 
reply. 

The little one thought a moment, and 
then said, ‘‘ Was that heaven we passed 
last night coming home from the picnic 
—the place with all the grave-stones in 
it?” 


A BASE HIT—No. 1 


es 


** Yes, sah; wot I like bout a game ob ball 
am de excitin’ an’ sudden s’prises dat ”—— 


GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


THE LATEST INVENTION 
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An idea which we cheerfully present to the patient fathers of engaged daughters. 


THE CH—C—GO G-—L. 


Her pretty feet 
My glances meet, 

As inand out they twinkle; 
They proudly pace 
"Neath clouds of lace 


























IT NEVER SMILES. 


**T never saw such a solemn baby as 
Jones’. Why, it never smiles.” 
‘It doesn’t take after its father, then.” 


THE PROPER DIET. 


Clad ia the latest wrinkle. ‘‘I’m going to be a contortionist when I 


grow up,’ said little Johnny, proudly. ‘‘ I’m 
in training now, so I want you to tell me 
In fair or stormy weather; what is the best thing for me to eat.” 
The shoes are low; ‘*Green apples, my boy,” chuckled the 
The pointed toe old man. 
Has tips of patent leather. ae Os Oo ie eae EA 


A BASE HIT—No. 2. 


Soft silken hose 
Those feet enclose 


Her gown is gray, 
Alack a day! 
Her glance is more demure 
Than that of nun. 
My heart it's won— 
For her I'd death endure! 


Her jacket tight 
Has buttons bright 
And hood with silken lining 
Her bustle's size, 
To my surprise. 
To dreadful length’s inclining. 


Her turban flings 
Its soaring wings 
In manner pert and saucy 
Right in my face, 
And tries a race 
With my hat, high and glossy. 


Her dainty hands 
My glance commands 
As’round my arm they flutter; 
The kids are gray, 
They fit alway — 
The stiching is quite utter. 


We pace along; 
My heart in song 
Beats out a tender largo. 
As I glance down 
Why do I frown ? 
The girl is from Ch—c—go. M.M. 





Thump ! “Great Scott! Most s’prisin’ game I 
eber saw.” 









GOOD THINGS 


RESENTING 


FROM JUDGE. 


AN INSULT. 
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CUSTOMER (critically) —‘*T have seen any number of those statu- 
ettes, but that is decidedly the worst looking bull-dog I ever saw. 


Why, that wouldn’t deceive a drunken man. He discovers his mistake. 


A TERRIBLE MISTAKE. 


A SAD STORY IN NINE CHAPTERS. 





CHAP. 1—A lover’s quarrel. She uses harsh and 


Cuap. 7—Contrition. ‘*O, Charlie! forgive *— 
cruel words and leaves him under a cloud. 





f ‘Uy ut nia “ 
Cuap. 2—Dejection. And he retires unutterably CHAP. 5—Repentance. ‘*O, why did I treat him Cuap. 8 -Pleasure— consternation. ‘*O-o-0-0-o-h! 
miserable. so unkindly? TI’llgoand ask his forgiveness.”’ Help! Help!” 
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Cuap. 6- Repentance continued. ‘‘ Yes, there CHAP. 9—Intense excitement. 


is the—poor—fellow ”’ (breaks down). 


CHAP. 3—Delig ht. **Now, if this ain’ta nice quiet 


Finis, 
place for a feller to rest his weary bones.’ 
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A REASONABLE CON.- 
CLUSION. 


St. Louis cousin— 
“ Mabel, have you heard 
‘Papa’s Footsteps,’ the 
latest sentimental suc. 
cess?” 

Chigago cousin—‘‘Oh, 
yes; it was composed 
by a Chicago gentle- 
man.” 

St. Louis cousin—‘‘Oh 
my, no! You are mis- 
taken. It was notcom- 
posed by a Chicagoan.” 

Chicago cousin—“Why 
not?” 

Si Louis cousin—* Be- 
cause, if it had been 
written in Chicago, it 
would have been called 
*‘Mamma’s Footsteps.’” 





When ye see er knife 
all rusted over, ye kain’t 
tell ef it’s iron or steel, 
an’ it’s jes’ the same 
with er human. The 
rust has got to be 
scraped off afore ye kin 
tell what he’s made on. 


THE BEGINNING AND THE END. 


em 
old boy, you’re a 


——— 


“Why, 
‘*Il am happy, very 
down-hearted and sad. 
**I feel so, my boy. 
happy ” 
“ I m 
so sad?” 
‘*]’m just married.” 


HE GOT ’EM. 

‘That is a very fine 
shoe and fits you very 
well.” 

“ An’ how much do 
ye ax for thim?” 

**T will let you have 
them for two dollars a 
pair, and ”—— 

“Two dollars a pair, 
is it? Well, not much. 
O'ill give ye a dollar 
apiece.” 





Hit doan’ make no 


difrence w’ich side ob . 


de road yo’ leave ez 
long yo’ is trespassin’. 


jbappy- 


But what makes you so 


GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


THE SHORT WAY HOME, 


— 


o> 


Hre—‘‘ There now, are you satisfied ? 


route. 
of time. 





engaged to be married. And why are you 


awfully 
ut you're looking 


But what’s the use of talking? 


Ro SS 





We save at least a minute and a half by coming this 
You women never can be made to understand the value 


Has Adolph got hold of your hand?” 


rich. 


happy ?” 


TO THE ANTI-POVERTY SOCIETY. 

The quickest way to avoid being poor is to 
get rich as quickly as possible. 

You can make fortunes very quickly by or- 
ganizing societies in every town and village 
and passing the following resolutions: 

Resolved, that it is both inconvenient and un- 
pleasant to be poor. 

Resolved, that it is a great mistake to be poor. 

Resolved, that when a man is poor he is not 


Resolved, that we are tired of being poor. 

Resolved, that we will be poor no longer. 

Resolved, that as we refuse any longer to be 
poor we must get rich. 

Resolved, that the general public must be woke 
up to the profit and importance of getting rich 
instead of getting poor. 

Now hire halls and speakers and keep these 
sentiments constantly in agitation. Soon others 
will catch on and think just as you do. 


NOT USED TO SYMPATHY. 

“Come in, my poor man,” said a benevolent 
lady to a ragged tramp, “and I will get you 
) something to eat.” 

“Thanky, mum; don’t care if I do.” 

“TI suppose,” continued the lady, setting a 
square meal before him, “your life has been 
full of trials?”’ 

“Yis mum; an’ the wust of it wuz I allus got 
convicted.” 
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If you think these men are friends— 
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You are mistaken. _ 
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TOBOGGANING. 

Miss Angelina—* Yes 
tobogganing is all very 
well, but you never 
know whether you will 
come back alive or 
dead.” 

Mr. Fitz Herbert— 
“Er—you’ve always 
come back alive, I sup- 
pose, Miss Angelina?” 


IS THIS PROGRESS? 


When Victoria was 
consulted as to the robes 
of royalty on jubilee 
day she said energeti- 
cally, “Vich I doesn’t 
like it, an’ so I tells ye. 
Them trinkets isn’t 
suited to me hage. 
Gimme a gold band or 
two, butnohepelets. Ve 
positively draw the line 
at hepelets.” So the 
military wore all the 
hepelets that appeared 
in the procession, and 
yet they say this is the 
age of womanly pro- 
gression. 





“She stoops to conquer.” — After Abbey. 


SOMETHING WRONG SOME- 


WHERE. 


At a restaurant. 

“Waiter, this salmon isn’t fresh.” 

“ How can that be, sir? it’s just off 
the ice, sir.’ 

“Then it’s your ice that isn’t fresh, 


Mr. Gladstone dined 
with the Queen re- 
cently, and the fact 
that he was permitted 
to leave the castle with 
a piece of pie in his 
hand is held to be in- 
dicative of more or 
less progress in Ire- 
land. 





A child in this city 
was born without a 
mouth; but as it is a 
male child it still sur- 
vives. 










A writer of Sunday School literature has just been severely 
injured by a midnight robber. 
times late in making the connection, eventually gets there. 


A DAUGHTER OF THE GODS. 


Her eyes are like 
Now gray, now 


Her lips are like two cherries red, 
Just lightly touched with dew; 

Her fair cheeks blush with ruddy heaith, 
Her hair is burnished gold. 

She’s gentle as a zephyr’s breath 
And sixteen summers old. 


O, no! I shall not marry her; 
1 am not in her sphere. 
I’m but a briefless barrister, 
While she, it’s very clear, 
Is full a score of goddesses « 
All gathered in a bunch— 
That cashier in a restaurant 
Down where I buy my lunch. 


CHARLES STOKES WAYNE. 


Making Sure 

of it. 

An Irishman, 
having occa- 
sion to rise 
very early, 
thus. solilo- 
quized: 

“Bedad, Oi'll 
not go to bed 
at all, at all, 
an’ thin Oi'll be 
sure to wake 
up in toime.” 


Quite Sober. 

Younc WIFE 
—“‘Are you 
sure you are 
quite sober, 
Jack ?” 

Jack (confi- 
dentially)— 
**Sure, m’dear. 
I’ve (hic) de- 
clined six in- 
vitashuns las’ 
hour.” 





F’om a po’ 
neighbor yo’ 
kin borrer eas- 
ier dan yo’ kin 
steal from a 
rich one. 


DRUMMER FOR GOLDMARK & Co.— “¢ Vot habbened mit your nose, Ikey ?” 
DRUMMER FOR IpsteEIN & Co,—‘‘S-sh! 5 7 
overgoads. Der Yangees don’d like us Sheenies, unt I got dot nose fixed. 


GOOD THINGS 





FROM JUDGE. 


ANYTHING TO BOOM TRADE. 


~~ Hill 4\ 


I vos goin’ down easd, sellin’ 
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Retribution, though some- 





7. 
DESIGN FOR A CORKSCREW. ie: ARC 






















an autumn sky— 


deepest blue; five postal cards and ten two-cent stamps. 


heard of. 
woeful to behold. 


postal cards and stamps. 


tell the truth—when pushed to the wall. 





























? 
Gashley has invited two friends to his private gymnasium to witness the progress he has made, and has prepared himself 
beforehand. P 
es HAWSESENSE ‘wonderingly)—‘* He does splendidly, Tom; but aren’t his muscles a little backward in development ?” 






EARLY MORNING ON THE BOWERY. 


THE SMALL BOY DREADFUL ON AN ERRAND. 
I sent little Willie the other day to the post-office after 


I told him I 


would give him five cents if he would hurry. He did. 
That small boy hurried himself into and out of more 
scrapes during the next half hour than any boy I ever 
He didn’t expedite matters concerning my 
errand, but he upheld his end of deviltry in a manner most 


He went straight to the Post Office, he said, and got the 
There his virtues ended. 
rest of his wild career of a half hour of pandemonium com- 
menced. Little Willie is a truthful boy and never fails to 


The 


‘Well, how 


could I help tie a tin can toa yeller dog’s tail when the 
dog was a-watchin’ a blue-bottle fly trying to pull the wool 
over the spider, say? The can was there, and so was the 


dog and a 
piece of twine. 
It was an orful 
mean yeller 
dog, that howls 
when folks is 
goin’ to die or 
has died or 
don’t think 
*bout such 
things. I tied 
the can to the 
yeller dog’s 
tail and he on- 
ly run a little 
bit but orful 
fast. The old 
woman what 
sells wrinkled 
apples said she 
felt a shock 
like a yarth- 
quake when a 
*bus-horse 
went helterty 
skilter against 
her stand and 
knocked her 
apples galley 
west. Thedog 
didn’t craw] 
under a stoop 
like any decent 
dog orter. He 
kept on agoin’ 
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GOOD THINGS 


and an old man 
who carries his 
boardin’ house 
sign under his 
vest run against 
the dog and fell 
through a millin- 
er’s show-winder 
and raised a muss. 
Then the dog 
turned and run 
back over the old 
track, and when 
a policeman had 
woke up and put 
in his fine work 
onto the yeller 
dog you'd have 
thought acyclone 
had been on a 


jamboree, and | 
was there takin’ 
it all in, and here's 


ELDERLY PARry—‘‘t Whva, dar ! 
wid dose professionuls ?” 


THE PROGRESSIVE RACE. 
‘ BY H. S, KELLER. 


Obviously, the Afri- 
can is progressive or 
nothing. His imita- 
tive qualities stand out 
like gems of purest ray 
serene upon the escut- 
cheon of his national- 
ity. The other day I 
wanted to buy asmall 

r: a jag of wood for kin- 
Z3 os dling purposes and ac- 
costed a sable son of Afric’s sunny—Georgia sands. 

“Fo’ shuah, boss, I got fine wood fo’ kindlin’ pu’poses—fust- 
rate wood fo’ kindlin pu'poses.” 

“What is your figure for a small jag?” I asked. 

“Well, I reckon ‘bout seventy-five cents 
‘mount.” 

“All right; bring around your jag of wood in the morning and 
I will take it, provided it is of good quality and fair size.” 

Bright and early the next morning a slab-sided beast of the 





am de propah 





ALL THE QUALIFICATIONS FOR SUCCESS. ’ 





that 
mean, 
asked 
boy, 


light 


dow ?” 





— : > 
aie td Braign |! 


“Gricsry—“ You go onthe stage? Why, you've no talent.” 
Wirrins.—-*‘ Talent! Why, I’ve been the defendant in the spiciest 
kind of a divorce suit. What more do you want?” 








a fish. 


THE DARKTOWN TRACK. 





Dy yoo ’spose I’se agwine toe let yoo break yoo neck an’ mine, too, a racin’ 


THE DOCTOR 
SMILED. 


“ What 
red 


as they 
were walking 
through the de- 
pot one night. 

“That means 
danger, 
son,” replied the 
father, who was 
a doctor. 

“And 1s that 
the reason,” 
continued 
little fellow, 
looking up 
his father’s face, 
“that they al- 
ways have ared 


drug-store win- 





Dar’s no use 
frowin’ pole,line 

* an’ sinker aftah 
a hook stole by 


FROM JUDGE. 


your stamps, and 
I didn’t buy the 
postals ‘cause you 
said I could have 
fivecents. I said 
I got ’em but I 
didn’t.” 
H. S. KELLER. 





Emma _ Abbott 
says her voice 
has grownstrong- 
er; but we do 
hope she hasn’t 
enlarged upon her 
stage kiss in that 
way. 





Puttin’ off hay- 
in’ on a_ shiny 
day am offahin’ a 
prize fo’ a sp’ilt 
crop. 


genus mule halted before my door. A poor abject creature, with 
a white skin, held the reins. The negro with whom I had talked 
the day before came to my door and told me that the wood was 
there. I examined the jag and commenced to clinch the bar- 
gain with the colored man. 

“See yar, boss, de white man am sellin’ dis wood. 
talk wid him.” 

** But >——- 

“ He does de talkin’. I hire him, I does, toe do de talkin’. I 
reckon I am de boss, but he—he am my hired help, he am. Go 
long, boss, an’ make yo’ bargain wid de white hired trash.” 

That was easily done. I bought the wood from the poor white 
man and gave him seventy five cents for the jag. The next 
movement on the part of the colored man was a stunner. 

‘‘Here, yo’ poo’, onnery, low-down white man, here am 
twenty-five cents mo’. Dat makes de one dollah I promised yo’ 
fo’ doin’ de job.” 

After the white man pocketed his one dollar and disappeared I 
asked the negro, “how can you afford to give away the wood 
and pay a quarter besides.” 

“Hush-sh! Doan’ say nuffin’. De wood am stole an’ —well 
boss, I pay jess twenty-five cents to see how’t feels toe be boss 
once. 


Yo’ can 





Three lowa women have died of the bites of as many potato- 
bugs on which they stepped with bare feet; so it seems that even 
the potato-bug will turn. 





DRAWING THE LINE. 


does 
light 
father ?” 
a little 


my 
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**When they come to the gate, Tom, tell ’em you haven't had 
anything to eat for two days; but don’t take no turkey, ‘cause I’ve 
got a basket half filled with it now an’ we won't git nothin’ much 
else until after New Year's.” 




































A DELICACY. 


City consumer— 

“Mr. Jacobs, lI 
found an eel in our 
milk can this morn- 
ing.” 
Milkman (una- 
bashed)—‘‘.Yes’m ; 
wife thought you’d 
enjoy a delicacy.” 


BOTH TIRED. 


Wife (3 a. m.)\— 
“It is very unkind 
of you, John, to dis- 
turb me at this un- 
seemly hour, when 
you know that I 
have been making 
calls all day and 
must he very tired.” 

Husband (just in) 
— Well, I’ve (hic) 
been makin’ ‘calls’ 
all night, an’ I’m 
(hic) tired, too.” 


A SUCCESSFUL 
BLUFFER. 

First New Yorker 
—‘‘lowa man a 
poker debt out west, 
and by Jove I must 
pay it!” 

Second New Fork- 
er—‘ He must bea 
Council Bluffer.” 





AN UNSELFISH PROPOSAL 


GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 











HENRY (soft/y) —‘* Florence, do you think you could leave your happy heme and loving friends to go 
into the far west with a worthy young man, who has no wealth save his profession? (4 pause.) Tm 


waiting, Florrie.” 

FLORENCE (¢enderly)—‘‘ Yes, Henry, I think I could.” 

HENRY (with a sigh of reliet)—‘‘Well I'm right glad to hear you say that. 
going west, and wants to marry; so I'll just mention your case to him.” 












THE EMIN BEY RESCUE. 


STANLEY—‘‘ Doctor, this is indeed a happy moment.” 


THE VAIN WOMAN. 


She wonders whence the pim- 


=) That makes her such a fright; 
: Yet, woman-like, she’ll still ex- 


“I am a perfect sight.” 


De colt wondahs w’at de 
\ hoss am doin’ wid dat plow, 
but he’ll fin’ out soon ’nuff. 





FERTILE IN EXPEDIENTS. 


“TI understand,’ remarked a_ broker, 
‘that you have a friend who is a poet. 
Doesn't he annoy you very much with 
his verses?” 

**Not at all,” replied his friend. ‘‘ You 
see, the poor fellow is blind, and when- 
ever he goes to read me one of his poems, 
I just run around the corner and have 
a drink, and get back in time to tell him 
it is excellent.” 
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EmIN a ae you are, Henry. Come to my arms and tell me who's 
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ly’s nine and the Giants.” 


You see, my friend Joe is 
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IGNORANCE IS 
BLISS. 
“That is by 
Shakespeare,” said 
Mrs. Malaprop, 
reading some 
verscs out of a book 
of selections. “The 
poem I’m going to 
read you now is by 
Ibid. I never 
heard of him before 
—did you?” 


HIS WEEKLY 
MOVE. 


“Do you live in 
New York?” asked 
Merritt. 

“Yes,” replied 
Rednose, with a 
wicked wink of his 
left eye, “ except on 
Sunday, when I re- 
side in New Jersey.” 





A contemporary 
says, “There is al- 
ways room for a 
wise man.” Thank 
you, sir; that is real 
courtesy. In the 
crowded condition 
of this assemblage 
we were beginning 
to feel uncomfort- 
able.” 


GUIDED BY EXPERIENCE. 
‘There is a divorce case on the docket 
this morning,” said the clerk of the court to 


the Judge. 
court?” 


* Will you have it tried in open 


“What is the occupation of the defend- 


ant?” 


“A minister, your honor,” returned the 


clerk. 


“Tf that’s the case,” said the Judge, “I 
guess it is better to give it a private hearing.” 





FORCE OF HABIT. 





BooTt-BLAcK—‘‘ Shine, boss?” 
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GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 
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Mrs. TEMPEST (after an unusually unpleasant seance with Mrs. Tempest, Fr.)—* | hoped, my son, that when you chose a companion you would at 
least select an amiable one ” 
Mr. TEMPEST, JR. (2% desperation)—*‘*1 think I must have taken after the governor.” 





HO, DAR! C’RISMUS COMIN’. We can’t snoop an’ scratch roun’ de mellen patch; HE WANTED TO BECOME A KELLY. 
— ee ee Sidi Ho, dar!) C’ri ‘omin’! _ , 
weer ghar ta ' Fo’ mellen me el ele duaaentes seed; First small boy (outside the polo grounds) 


Ho, dar! C'rismus comin’! sip sa “V . fn # 

Dar’s de’ possum’s track, an’ we’ll git a snack: : Ho, dar! C’rismus comin’! —Yer oughter seen that hit, Jim. 
Ho, dar! C’rismus comin’! But ‘possum an Coon am sho'ly a boon; Second smat! boy—“ Wot wuz it?” 

We dun scar’ de crow wid a few old clo’; Ho, dar. C’rismus comin’! 


Ho, dar! C’rismus comin’! An’ yo’ teef ull ‘shine w’en yo’ git toe dine First small boy— Mike Kelly hit de ball 
An’ wid empty craw an’ a ‘*Caw-caw-caw! ” An’ de banjo am a trummin’! so hard dat de cover was ripped clean offen 
He dun lef dat cawnfiel’ hummin’! O smell de hoe cake! Let yo’ toe shake ! _? 
O smell de hoe-cake! Let yo’ toe shake ! Rub yo’ stummick! Smack yo' lips! = ee 
Rub yo’ stummick! Smack yo’ lips! O Sis’ Mariah, stuh dat fiah , Second small boy I tell yer wot, Mick; I 
O Sis’ Mariah, stuh dat fiah [well de ‘possum gravy drips! ain’t goin’ to eat nothin’ but beans for a 
Twell de ’possum gravy drips! J. A. WALDRON. year. y 
UNLOOKED-FOR SPEED.-—1 UNLOOKED-FOR SPEED.—z. 





JED SLOCUM (somewhat near-sighted)—‘‘Dash it! It’s so darned Jep (just waking up)—‘* Gee Whittaker Moses ! ef ther old hoss ain’t 
blamed dark thet I’ve clean lost ther road. The best thing I kin dew is gone and broke his halter. Whoa! Ain't he a-kitin’? .1 never seen 
ter hitch up ter this ere post and stay till mornin’.” him git so in all my born days. Whoa!” 





INFANTINE SCIN- 
TILLATIONS. 
Mother (teaching Sun- 
day-school lesson)— 
‘Now, Annie, what is 
a peace maker?” 
Annie (aged five, and 
devoted to doll-rags) 
—“Why, mamma! 
don’t you know? A 
dressmaker of course.” 


Tommy (viewing 
young lady visitor 
critically)—“I_ don’t 
think God knows how 
to make girls very 
well.” 

Panic stricken mamma 
—‘*Why, Tommy! I 
am sure you think 
Miss de Jones is 
lovely.” 

Tommy (stoutly, and 
intent on giving honor 
where honor is due)— 
‘*VYes, but ’tain’t no 
thanks to God, for she’s 
been fixin’ on her hair 
and things all the time 
I was gettin’ my kite 
out of the cherry-trec 
by the spare-bed-room 
window.” 


GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 





CRUSHING THE MIND READER. 
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Mr. SOFTY (0 rich widow)—‘‘ I’ve read my mind, Constance, and I cannot live without you.” 
Mrs. CoNSTANCE-—‘‘ This sudden shock is awful, Mr. Softy.” 


Mr. Sorry—‘* You must have noticed my devotion—my uttah devotion.” 
Mrs. CONSTANCE—“ It isn’t that, you know, but the discovery all at once that you have a mind.” 


The scarcity of hops has gone so far as 
to greatly affect the watering-places. 


MAGNANIMITY. 


pres. 
THE LitrLe UN—“ Yes, and 
says I, it’s not the likes of you, says I, can make 


me jealous says I. 





—_— 





then says I te her, 


An’ if Tom likes you better 


than he does me, says I, take him an’ welcome, 


saysI!” 


THE BiG UN—* Bully for you.”’ 


Mrs. Cleveiandis an early 
riserand Mr.Clevelandisn’t 
hence the remark every 
morning. “By heavens, 
Frances! if you don’t go 
away I’ll remove you for 
pernicious activity.” 


The Ohio young lady 
who has received twenty- 
nine offers of marriage 
during the past year must 
have kept a tremendous 
amount of very poor com- 
pany. 
ing hard to reduce his flesh. 
There was a prevalent im- 
pression a couple of weeks 
ago that he was working 
hard to reduce his majori- 
ties. 





OF MORE CONSEQUENCE. 

De Peyster— 1 say, doctor, run down 
and see my wife this morning. She’s 
got a fever or something. And, I say, 
my dog is sick with a bad cold.” 

Doctor—* I’m no veterinary surgeon, 
man.” 

De Peyster—“ Well, see what you can 
do for the dog anyway.” 


WHAT DID SHE MEAN? 

Young Algernon—‘‘ Deary, you mustn't 
say anything if you find my face a trifle 
rough to-night. I really hadn’t time to 
wait my turn at the barber’s this morning.” 

Miss Patience— Certainly not, Alger- 
non; but if you hadn’t brought the sub- 
ject upI probably wouldn’t have noticed 
a 





COULDN'T IF HE WOULD. 

‘‘Why don’t you become a prohibi- 
tionist?” said an exhorter to a hod- 
carrier. 

‘‘ Faith,Oi can’t afford it,” was the reply 

“Can't afford it!” echoed the other. 
“Why, what do you mean?” 

“Shure,” said Pat, “don’t these tim- 
*prance drinks cost a man tin cents!” 
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REFORMING AS A 
BUSINESS. 


“You are a promi- 
nent agitator in the 
Henry George move- 
ment?” 

“Tou.” 

“You don’t believe 
that any one has a 
right to private owner- 
ship in land ?” 

so 

‘“‘T suppose you 
make a great deal of 
money by your lectur- 
ing?” 

‘* Yes.” 

“What do you do 
Wish it all?” 

‘‘Invest it in 
estate.” 


real 


WHAT TO DO IN AN 
EMERGENCY. 


“Can't you swim?” 
asked a passenger on 
an ocean steamer of 
another. 

“No.” 

“What would you 
do if you were cast on 
the waves?” 

“I’d_ telegraph at 
once for assistance.” 


Without the mosquitoes the Jersey coast 
would be a young paradise in summer; but 
then it wouldn’t be the Jersey coast. 





THE FLOWING BOWL. 





—=, 
Younc Sport—‘‘I say, old man, jest mix up a 
couple of two-cent lemonades for me and me friend, 
and mind yer make ’em strong.” 





ead 




















Se ———— 
Younc ArRTIsT—‘‘See, Kate; I've bought a 
bank, and every penny we get we will put in it, 


] 





D> 





sauce 


have enough. 


and when we have enough money I'll buy the 


baby a carriage.” 





ey 





Portrait of the baby when they 


* 


_ The editor of the Buffalo 
Express says the editor of 
the Jupce once lived in 
Erie county. Well, God 
help him! that is so; but 
there be those, by heavens! 
who never got away from 
there. 


A Bride in Winsted, 
Conn., fainted when the 
clergyman asked her to 
say yes; but she was not 
so far gone that she 
couldn’t remark vigorously 
between gasps, “Keep him 
till I come around.” 





Victoria has thirty 
living grand-children and 
the last mail yet to hear 
from. 
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20 GOOD THINGS 


PALMISTRY IN THE NORTHERN DISTRICT. 





CLINCHY (appearing in doorway')—‘* Fhat th’ div” —— 


Mrs. CLincHy—‘‘ D’ y’ moind th’ kindness of Misther Keefe, John? Shure it’s 


readin’ me hand he is. It's all th’ shtoyle.” 


SAMUEL SNAPP; 








OR 
THE MERCHANT TRAVELER. 
Cuapter I. 


IN WHICH OUR HERO WILL BE INTRODUCED TO OUR READERS. 


Many strange occurrences greeted our hero’s entry on 
the road of life; and the oldest inhabitant, who was a 
trifle dented on the subject of omens, was heard to 
declare that Cornelius Snapp’s new son would play an 
important part in the history of his country. Whether 
Captain Hiram Bower (the said oldest inhabitant) was 
right in his prognostication or an utter old ass, the 
reader shall decide. 

Fort Sumpter was fired upon the very hour that our 
hero was born. Whether the firing was responsible for 
Sam, or Sam responsible for the firing, will always 
remain one of the mooted points of history. During 
the twenty-four hours that preceded his birth, the fol- 
lowing out-of-the-way things occurred: 1. The cashier 
of a New York bank did zof fly to Canada; 2. Beecher 
did not stump for the Democrats; 3. Several zow prom- 
inent generals invested in substitutes; 4. Several now 
prominent society ladies were busy at the wash tub; 


FROM JUDGE. 





dent, perhaps had much to do with shaping our hero’s destiny 
—perhaps hadn't; who can tell? Metaphysics and mortality 
are so mixed up that it is sometimes as difficult to find out 
what one does of his own volition, as it is to discover what 
volition has to do with it, anyway. 

Of Sam’s early life we will say nothing. Early lives of all 
great men are not to be advised as a steady diet. They are 
divided into two great classes ; falsehoods and lies; and as 
we purpose furnishing our readers with a history that shall 
serve as a companion souvenir to G. W’s Little Hatchet, we 
will allow Sam Snapps to fall down the back stairs of the 
past, and brace ourselves up for the greatest effort of our life. 

Sam Snapp was a good looking young fellow of some 
twenty-two summers. He has a comfortable height; that is 
to say, he was not tall enough to warrant a dime museum 
manager offering him a fabulous salary to exhibit before all 
the crowned heads of Europe in a group (on the bills), nor 
short enough to act as a Morning Journal editorial. His figure 
was comely, verging on to that state when a fresh layer of 
adipose tissue may confidently be reckoned on. His features, 
although not built upon any recognized style of beauty, were 
pleasing to the eye, and what he lacked inGrecian or Roman 
contour was made up for by the glossy sieekness of his well- 
cared for moustache. His teeth were sound, likewise his 
digestion ; his eyes were brown, laughing. yet shrewd; his 
hair was cropped short to his shapely cranium upon which 


FIVE MINUTES LATER. 


CLIncHy.—“ Faith, av it’s all the shtoyle, perhaps he kin rade me fut as well.” 


5. William Winter delivered a poem; 6. A western Pennsylvania farmer voted for the bump of veneration found no resting-place 
Andrew Jackson; 7. Mary Anderson was born in several States; 8. Patti took a for the sole of its foot. Altogether Sam was 
farewell benefit; 9. Twenty-four new railroads were projected. This last inci- pleasing to look upon; and while not boasting 


PARDONABLE. 
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HEAD OF THE FIRM--*‘ Where in 





the oratorical powers of Demosthenes, or Ros- 
coe Conkling, he could—to use the language of 
‘ a customer whom he had once left for dead— 
% “talk the kink out of a hog’s tail!” 

Although Sam had never received a college 
education. his knowledge of poker was phenom- 
enal, which proves that a man may be happy, 
and yet know nothing about Greek roots and 
base-ball. He was a good judge of horses and 
ankles ; liked a first-class dinner and a high- 
flavored “ Perfecta ;” played billiards like a pro- 
fessional, made love like a he angel, and never 
cheated a man out of a cent—after business 
hours. 

There is Sam Snapp, let us hope you like 
him! 

At the time we commence the recital of Mr. 
Snapp’s adventures he was on the eve of start- 
ing on his first trip for the wholesale ready- 
made clothing house of Marks, Rubenstein & 
Moses, of Greene Street, N. Y. City. He had 
superintended the removal of his sample trunks 
io the Grand Central Depot, bought his ticket 
for his first stopping-place. paid for his extra 
baggage, the checks of which he deposited in 
a well-filled wallet; and, after an excellent din- 
ner at Delmonico’s—when flush, Delmonico’s. 


thunder are the wagons that went up _—“He forgot that it was the grand opening game of the : : 
town this morningand haven’tshown *“€ason, or he might have suspected. when otherwise, a cheese sandwich and a glass 
up since ?” of lager in the humble German saloon of the 

























































period; no one knew better than Sam Snapp how to adapt himself 
to circumstances—lit a cigar, and not having to start on his journey 
until the 8:30 next morning, he sallied forth, at peace with all man- 
kind, to a meeting of a secret society to which he belonged, named 
the ‘‘ Brotherhood of Infinite Cheek,” where a neophyte was that 
evening to be initiated into the mysteries of the order. 





Cuapter II. 


UBLIME as it was, the Brotherhood 
of Infinite Cheek was composed solely 
of merchant travelers. The legend is 
extant, that,on one occasion, a plumber 
sought to become a member, und on 
others a book agent, a lightning rod 
contractor, the man who bases his claim 
to immortality on the plea of being the 
inventor of the mule-joke, and the cor- 
respondent who has the inside track on 
the President’s cabinet, endeavored to 
steal their way into the sacred Arcana, 
but they were kindly but firmly refused 
admittance. The Brotherhood was a 
merchant traveler’s organization or it 
was nothing. 

hag Some of the disappointed candidates 
maliciously averred that jealousy was the cause of their rejection. 
This charge the Brotherhood passed with calm contempt. The 
drummer who is nota match for plumbers, book agents, lightning- 
rod contractors, mule-jokers, cabinet-intetviewers, yea, or even gas 
officials, is unworthy the vacant seat by the side of the prettiest 
woman in the car. 

When Sam Snapp entered the meeting room, he found the whole 
Brotherhood assembled. In the chair of state sat the High Grand 
Nerve; to his right and left the other officers of the lodge, consist- 
ing of the Supreme Grand Cheek and the Past Grand Fresh. The 
last named gentleman, who bore a strong resemblance to Tony 
Pastor when in the act of shifting his crush hat from his left hand 
to his right and bowing to the audience, recognized our hero and 
hailed him: 

*“ Hello, Sam!” 

*’Low yourself,” replied Sam, who was Spartan in his brevity, 
except when he was engaged in business. — 

‘‘How’s biz?” inquired the Past Grand Fresh, a gentleman of 
the name of Cuticle. 

“Tol lol,” responded Sam in the same tone, as he made his way 





CANINE COURTESY. 











CULBERTSON—‘‘ I believe I’ve killed the dog, Finn!” 


GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 
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DISAPPOINTED CAT.—‘‘ Just my luck! 


OUT OF HER REACH. 
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WiFE—*‘I guess I willget your fall overcoat and see if it’s all right. 
it hanging up?” 


Is 


HvsBAND—‘‘ Yes, it’s hanging up—but it ain’t all right, for I have lost the 


ticket.”’ 





towards the top of the room. “Say, how’s this?” he continued. 


I thought there was a new recruit to ride the goat to-night?” 


“We have postponed the ceremony—shelved the fellow ’till 


THANKSGIVING MORNING. 
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Here I’ve been starving myself for the 


FINN (the gamekeeper)—‘*Give yourself no unaysiness, sor. He always last week, so that I might be in good condition to eat some roast turkey, and 


lies doon phin a gintleman misses a burrud, jest ter aise the gintleman's now there comes that butcher’s boy into the house with a leg of mutton for 
feelin’s, sor, be makin’ him think he’s shot somethin’.” dinner. Rats!’’ 
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to-morrow,’ replied the High 
Grand Nerve. “We have 
taken up the consideration 
of a question narrowly af- 
fecting one of the dearest 
privileges of our order.” 
Then, raising his voice, he 
continued, “ Brothers of In- 
finite Cheek, I will re-state 
the question for the benefit 
of our worthy brother, Mr. 
Samuel Snapp.” 

“A firm of merchants”— 
began the President, but he 
was interrupted by a perfect 
storm of yells from all 
quarters of the large lodge 
room, “ Well, afirm of misers 
I will say—of mean, con- 
temptible skinflints, have 
caused the arrest of one of 
their traveling salesmen ”— 

“What,” interjected our 
hero, “arrest a drummer!” 
Astonishment prevented his 
adding more. 

“Yes,” said Cuticle, taking 
up the thread of the Presi- 
dent’s remarks, “arrested 


GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 





THE PROFESSOR AT OUR CHRISTMAS PARTY. 


him, and for what?—merely for charging the ordinary hotel ex- 
penses in his account, instead of the reduced rate to which, as a 
member in good standing, he is entitled, and has everywhere 


obtained.” 

Cries of “Shame,” “Privilege,” 
mingled with calls tor “Question !” 
re-echoed around the ro >m. 

For the first and last time in his 
life Sam Snapp was so utterly dumb- 
founded as to be for the moment 
deprived of the power of speech. 

“Gentlemen,” he at length found 
voice to say, as he rose to his feet; 
“gentlemen, this infringement of 
the dearest right and most unques- 
tioned privilege of itinerary mercan- 
tile existence—(‘Thats good,’ from 
somewhere)—existence, 1 say, must 
not be suffered to go unpunished. 
I shall take upon myself the task of 
avenging the impugned rights of 
our order. You shall presently give 
me the name of that firm”-—— 

“We have resolved to boycott 
them,” remarked the President. 

“ Boycott! ’said Snapp. “No,no. 
That is a paltry, insufficient ven- 
geance. Leave them to me. You 
have confidence in me, brothers of 
Infinite Cheek (hear, hear!), I will 
justify that confidence. I will make 
the name of that firm smell from 
I will unfold my plan.” 





‘*Ladies unt shentlemen, I vill now proceed to oxecute der 
most difficult ting efer attempted by a magician.” 


ment’s notice. 
ingly acute. 





‘* You see, ladies unt shentlemen, I haf not only shwal- 


lowed der umbrella, but I haf opened it on my insides ! ” 


His perceptive faculties, tou, were most astonish- 
I have seen him enter a comparatively well-filled 


passenger car, and without looking around or taking the slight- 


CLASSICAL. 











STUDENT OF CLAssics—‘‘ What a rare pleasure it is to meet one 
who understands and appreciates the classics ; you know Horace 


speaks ”-— 


SHE (with ecstasy)—‘O, yes! I admired him very much. 


You 


know we are related to him; ma was a Greeley before her marriage.” 


Alpha to Omaha. Listen ; 


Cuapter III. 
Tue next afternoon our young and fascinating hero set off on 


OUR COMPLIMENTS TO THE 
METROPOLITAN POLICE 
COMMISSIONERS. 





Permit us to suggest a suitable Spring 
uniform for the city’s finest. 


his travels well loaded with 
seductive smiles, swell 
clothes, poker chips, and 
sundry bottles of the ardent. 
His samples and his voca- 
tion in life he kept, for the 
time being, concealed in the 
private recesses of the bag- 
gage-car. 


Now Mr. Samuel Snapp 
had never studied the Del- 
sarte system, as expounded 
at the new school for acting 
under Mr. Mackaye’s man- 
agement. Nevertheless, he 
could out-Mackaye Mack- 
aye, and out-Delsart Delsart 
himself in the variety of 
facial expressions he was 
able to assume at a mo- 





est apparent notice of its occupants, 
he would instinctively gravitate to a 
vacant seat by some pretty female. 
No matter if the fair creature hap- 
pened to be a widow behind an im- 
penetrable crape veil, Snap, without 
looking at her, could tell whether 
she was old or young, pretty or 
ugly; in fact, he could beat any 
known scientist on the subject of 
Natural Selection, and if beauty 
couldn’t draw him by a single hair, 
a well arranged back coiffeur had a 
decidedly magnetic influence over 
him. 

This time, as he entered the 
‘*sleeper,” he discovered that the 
car was tolerably well filled with a 
traveling theatricalcompany. Snapp 
rather affected the “ profession, ’ and 
more than one actress had made a 
crush of him, so he tackled the 
porter for a section in this same 
“sleeper.” and secured it without 
much difficulty. 

Our fastidious young man always 
had a section to himself when he 
traveled on sleeping cars, and the 


company he represented paid for the iuxury. 
It was about six o’clock p. m. when they started out of the 
Grand Central Depot, and Snapp was able to size up the respective 


beauties of the 
troupe by day- 
light. The lead- 
ing lady was 
neither young 
nor pretty, and 
evidently be- 
longed to the 
manager, but a 
pretty little 
woman, dressed 
in black, occu- 
pied a seat that 
would form part 
of Snapp’s section 
when the berths 
came to be made 
up. She was very 
young, very pret- 
ty, and evidently 
unhappy, for 
every now and 





A LAW SUIT. 













THOSE CITY IMPROVEMENTS. 
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UNCLE JOSH (going into extravgance on his visit to the city,—‘‘ Guess while I'm peelin’ off IT might 


jest as well ring up“ leetle rum ’n gum ter kind’r take the chill off.” 





then she cast an uneasy glance around the car, and her eyes 
would grow moist with unshed tears. 

Snapp took a seat near her, and watched her, while he pre- 
tended to read the newspaper, he was puzzled to know what part 
she played in the company. She might be a soubrette, but she 
was certainly not a jolly one, and no one seemed to pay her any 
particular attention. Once the manager stopped and spoke to 
her for a few moments, so that Snapp was quite sure she belonged 
to the troupe. , 

Finally, as it grew dark, Snapp grew sentimental, and just as 
two big tears were rolling down the little lady’s cheeks, Snapp, 
assuming an expression of deep sympathy and comiseration, 
leaned toward her and kindly asked if he could be of service to 
her. 

“Oh, thank you,” she said, looking up into 
his face, “ you are very kind, but I fear youcan 
do nothing for me.” 

“The tears that suffuse those lovely orbs 
reveal some secret sorrow,” replied Snapp. “1, 
too, have suffered—will you not confide in 
me?” 

“Well then, Mr. oh dear, I don’t even 
know your name, but if you could only take 
me to Jack, just for one brief moment, you 
would earn my undying gratitude.” 

“Well,” replied Snapp, “if Jack is what you 
want, Jack is what you must have, but remem- 
ber, my dear young lady, that I have not the 
pleasure of Jack’s acquaintance, and I can’t 
very well take you to him till I know his exact 
whereabouts. My name is Snapp, and now 
you may command me at your pleasure.” 

This was fast work foreven so rapid a drum- 
mer as our friend, but matters came to a stand- 
still for a moment,.when she answered : 

“Why, Jack is my only treasure, and he’s in 
the baggage car, and I must go to him.” 

“Well,” thought Snapp, “Jack is evidently a 
dog or the corpse of a deceased husband; those 
tw. commodities are usually consigned to the 
baggage car, and the women all weep because 
they can’t remain with them. This young 
female is in mourning, so, likely as not, it’s a 
‘dear departed’” then he added aloud : 

*1’ll take you to the baggage car with pleas- 
ure, but you know you can’t remain there.” 
“Oh, I know that, but I shall be satisfied if 
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L can press one kiss on my darling’s brow.” 

‘If darling is nailed up in a pine box, how 
is she going toget athis brow?’ thought Snapp, 
“and if darling is a dog and she kisses it, I’m 
done with her forever, for I hate dogs. ’ 

His suspense was soon over, for they quickly 
reached the baggage car, and here is wherethe 
author comes to a dead stop and an explana- 
tion. This is a realistic American novel, ithas 
only to do with the finer instincts of man. All’s 
well that ends well; Howell's the question. 
Asking how a story comes out is obsolete. If 
it ever comes out we will let you know. 





A SYMPATHETIC GIRL. 


Mr. Romantic—‘‘Miss Breezy, at this quiet 
and heavenly hour of the evening, when the 
golden sun is droping down beyond the vast 
limit of the ocean, and the cool zephyrs fan 
the playful wavelets into restless motion, do 
not your thoughts wander off from the troubles 
and confusion of this strange world into imag- 
inary lands where everything is as sweet and 
peaccful as this calm summer evening?” 

Juiss Breezsy—‘‘Yes, Mr. Romantic, they do ; 
and yet I was just wondering how mother and 
the children are weathering it in Hoboken with 
the thermometer 95 in the shade.” 


Talking about earthquakes, a well-known 
actor told us a story the other day anent the 
recent Charleston ‘‘shake-up,” which will bear 
repeating if he hasn’t already spread it around 
to such an extent as tolend to its further circu- 
lation an odor of antiquity, He was in Charles- 
ton, he said, at the time of the first very 
severe shock and overheard a terrified negro’s supplications to 
heaven for relief. The old darkey came running out of his cabin 
frightened beyond description, his eyes bulged out with terror, 
his clothing rent and disheveled, and as his former abode crum- 
bled before his eyes he dropped upon his face on the ground and, 
in the wildest agony, cried aloud “O, Lor,cum down, cum down, 
cum down an’ help us; cum yo’self, do’n’ send yo’ son, dis am 


>? 


no chile’s play ! 





The Norristown Hera/d asks for a hired girl who will get 
up without being called. This is not the proper article of evo- 
lution. What is most wanted is a household that will insist 


on no getting up at all. 
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OLD CHOCOLATE’S FOLLOWING DIRECTIONS. THE PARSON’S 
TARGET PRACTICE. EXCUSE. 


The minister got 
mixed on the name 
of the deceased wo- 
man, and didn’t dis- 
cover his mistake until 


HIT AND MISS SHOTS, WITH 
NOW AND THEN A 
BULL’S-EYE. 


So’ eyes am bettuh 


’n no eyes. SN /; WG | wll ff told of it after the 
One saddle ull fit NR ek y Vi : funeral. 


“Well,” said he to 
the grief-stricken hus- 
band, “these affairs 
don’t always pass off 
as satisfactorily as 
they might.” 


any mule’s back. 

De nearer sundown 
de busier delazy man. 

Ef yo’ want a good 
’scuse git one ob a 
lazy man. 

Yo’ mus’ hab astout 
hook ef yo’ fish in de 
deep. 

Piety an’ oleage am \\ ; 
easy in each oddah’s J ab ge : mill. 4 
comp’ny. ; / ; ag RY A | 

Yo’ can’t ’scape de = } ea YT} ' 7/7 Bey 
rain by stan'in’ undah SSS Z : med a |) /////!/00 
de eaves. 4 a . : — 

Ef yo len’ a man , rs «< 
seed he ull want toe 





The ignorant man, 
whodoesn'tknow how 
to write always makes 
his mark in this world. 


Coming Home from the 
Euchre Party. 

“T think, John, that 
you acted real mean to- 
night. Why, only last 
week you said that you 








borrer yo’ scythe. nis ‘iia 7B pean la a could never, never get 
“te 4 > i Ss. CFUDD—*‘ Hy > an Mat are yez coiling in at tub Of watner: j 

; De doctah an’ de 4, uucruup “Faith and didn’t the doctor eny Of should take natpetntal in wether thes times a “00S Without me, and 

awyah allers makes 4,y?' Oi know me business.” after we began playing 

yo tink ob bad luck. together you said you 

Yo’ kin ’spute wid . wanted to ‘goit alone.’ 

de muzzle ob a gun, but yo’ take big chances. just as if I were no good—and before all those people, too ! 


Daram a pow'ful sight in habit an’ bringin’ up. Yo’ can’t I think—it—was—was—real—horrid—in you!” 
scar a fly wid a hammer in a blacksmif's shop. 





‘Ta’n't allus de man dat drives in de nail w’ohangs his hat on hit. ° ANYTHING TO OBLIGE. 

Yo’ fawgita kin’ness easy, but yo’ allus kcep a wrong in mem’ry. A janitress had just lost her husband. She was urging her 

De chicken in de shell am boun’ to know mo’ en de hen landlord to come to the funeral. ‘‘Oh, sir! you were always 
dat hatches hit. oe - = as so kind to him. You'll 

De lis’nin’ man yo’ THE CRUSH HAT. come to-morrow, won’t 
iebbah kin measha, you?” 


but de man dat talks 
meashas hisse’f. 

Heaben a’n’t gwine 
toe be a big place et 
all de angels am got 
fom dis yer wol’, 

Dar er ez much diff’r 
ence’ tween a threat 
an’ a blow ez ‘tweena 
tree an’ hits shadow. 

De pusson w’at am 
allus” satistied wid 
twelve cents wen a 
shillin' am due ‘im am 
allus po’. 

‘Case yo’ see a jack- 
rabbit's track in de 
snow an’t no sign dat 
yoll hab jack-rabbit 
fo’ dinnah. 

J. A. WALDRON. 


It isn’t possible to- 
morrow, but I will the 
day after, sure.” 


A young lady in 
Peru, Ill, dislocated 
her jaw while yawn- 
ing, and this is said to 
be the third case of the 
kind inthe same place. 
Evidently there is a 
belief in that town that 
a thing of beauty must 
be ajaw forever. 


The pictures of base- 
ball players which ap- 
pear in the daily pict- 
orials show a large 
development of mous- 
tacheand great naked- 








- ; ; a ness of chin, it being 
rhey say in Berlin ** What is it, Bridget ? ; , i 
that Virchow is his ‘* Faix, I don’t’”——Bang! Bang! ‘Take it away. take it away! It’s loaded.” necessary that the chin 
own reward ; a should have free 

— action. 


SENTENTIOUS. 

Mrs. McMahan—‘Av you 
sthep wan fut in th’ dure, 
McM’n, Ui'll pit th’ fhlat side av 
th’ ironin’-boord an yure back 
It's dhrippin’, soakin’ wit yez 
bees.” 

Mc Mahan—*‘‘ Thrue fer yez, 
darlin’, thrue fer yez, an’ onnly 
fer wan ting Oid be dhry. 

Mrs McMahan—“‘Onu'y wan 
ting?” ’ 

Mc Mahan—“Yis. Wewor 
diggin’ McNulty’s well, an’ phin 
th’ shower kem oop, it’s tur-rn 
th’ well copsy doon an’ git 
oonder it we cudn t do.” San Francisco every month 

(Swish! swash! flap! and but January ; but who cares 
a cracked ironing-board. ) A warning to Bua Constrictors not to swallow little boys with Lalloons, for strawberries? 


There is a report that the 
princess Beatrice henpecks her 
Henry even to the extent of 
making him get up to get the 
paregoric; but we have it from 
private sources that the queen 
attends to that baby and insists 
—with Lord Salisbury’s per- 
mission—on managing the pa- 
regoric herself. It is well 
enough in giving foreign in- 
formation, to have things cor- 
rect. rar 


They have strawberries in 

































































AN OBLIQUE VIEW. 












YounG MIDGERLY (¢rying t. sustain a conversation which has become a trifle lvo deep for 
him)—*‘ Really, Miss Grailler, the diversity —I may say appositeness, of your—er—opin- 
ions is in direct antagonism to the way you ought to see things, and lam alittle surprised 
that you don’t look the—er—question squarely in the face, and avoid all—ahem !—cross 
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purposes of-——er—er—obliquity, in—er”—(Gets all mixed up and stops. ) 


N. B.—Miss Grailler is afflicted with a slight squint. 





THEY STAND BY HIM. 
Customer—“ Are these good stockings ?” 
Clerk—“ Well, I should say so. 
where only one man was saved ?” 
Customer— Yes.” 


Clerk—‘‘ Well, sir, when he got out of the wreck all he had on was a pair of 


stockings of this make, Six pairs. Yes, sir. Cash!” 





WHAT IT MAY COME TO. 


Pension agent—“ Want a pension, eh?” 

Applicant—“ Yes.” 

Pension agent—‘‘What grounds do you base your 
application on?” 

Applicant—‘‘1 was never in the army.” 

Pension agent—‘*You may consider the pension 
granted.” 


CONQUERED BY AN OLD FRIEND. 


New VYorker—“ Have you any new slang out here?” 
Omaha gri— “Oh, yes. When we hear an old, old 
story, or something that we know .is a lie, we say 
‘chestnut.’ It’s great fun—but what’s the matter, are 
ou ill.” 
No, he had died; that was all, 





WHAT HE LACKED. 


Fond mother—“Isn’t he a beauty? and only lacks 
one thing of being the exact likeness of his pa.” 

Dr. Snubs—* And that is” 

Litile Tommy (interruptingly)— “ False teeth.” 








IT HAD ‘ANCHORED HIM DOWN. 


Housekeeper—“Come, now! You’ve had a good 
dinner and you’d better move on.” 

Tramp— That's a nice thing to say to a man after 
that piece of mince pie !” 





NO BUSINESS DONE THERE. 


Subscription agent— ‘Does your husband take a 
daily paper, ma’am ?” 

Woman—‘“No. John has never been addicted to 
it so far, and I don’t think he wants tc begin now. 
Good morning.” 





You heard about the railroad accident out west 
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AN IDEA. 














FATHER (reading —-‘: ‘ Mordecai rent his clothes unt put on sackcloth mit ashes unt vent 
out into ter mist of der city unt cried mit a loud unta bitter cry.’ Now, Aaron, my son, vy 


did he cry ?” 


Aaron —‘‘I s’pose he cried because he could only rent his clothes ; he vanted to sell 


them.” 
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Returning from market—*‘*T\\ put this bas- 
ket where I won’t forget it when I get out.” 





Boggs explains that there is no 
necessity of going up the tree ; 
with a long stick he can knock the 
apples down. 





His attempt to drive the brute 
away has only the effect of making 
him more furious. 


THE TURFMAN. 
Whene’er he makes a win, of course 
The turfman thanks his gods; 
Yet it’s always on the shortest horse 
He gets the longest odds. 


GREAT TRUTHS. 

The sunny side of life is gener- 
ally on the shady side of the 
street. 

Whenever you notice men gaz- 
ing ina store window you may be 
sure they are looking at the new- 
est thing in hosiery. 

If you make a mash across the 
street get a pair of opera glasses, 
because some women are very 
accommodating. 


GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


BLINKS, THE ABSENT-MINDED. 





Street where he gets out—Undue haste— 
Falls over basket. 

‘*Great Scott! The one who set that 

basket there for a man to fall over ‘s 

should be lynched.” 


BOGGS’S ADVENTURE. 
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But circumstances alter cases. 
The unexpected appearance of a 
big dog makes him think that 
perhaps it is necessary. 


In fact he is positive that it 
will be altogether best. 











Bright idea strikes him. He 
will slip out of his coat and slip 


Moon comes out and finds them 
still there. 
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The street-car vanishing in the distance. 
By gum! I believe that was my own 


basket I tumbled over.” 





Calls valiantly to the girls not to 


be afraid. 
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But only succeeds in getting to 


the next tree. Takes off his vest 


off— and tries it again. 
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But is treed before he gets far. And this time is successful in 
Desperate he leaves his pantsasa rushing right into a party who have 
decoy. come to rescue him. 


THE JILTED LOVER. 


She thought him too young, and he 
never forgave her 
For being so cruel and base; 
For without ary reason she called him 
a shaver 
When he hadn’t a hair on his face. 





SELLING THEM AT THE BOX 
OFFICE. 


Ticket purchaser—“See here, do 
you allow chestnut bells to be 
rung in this theatre?” 

Ticket seller —‘'Oh, well, if you 
don’t ring it too loud, I guess no 
one will object. Take a bell and 
one ticket, sir?” 






ONE YEAR AGO. 


Isee a pair 
of down- 

; casteyes 

Blue as the azure of 

the skies; 

A mass of dark brown 
waving hair, 

A skin so matchless, 
white and fair, 

With a most sweet 
and lovely face, 

A sylph.-like form en- 
dowed with grace, 
Such was the maid, 

I’ll ne’er forget, 
A year ago to-day [ 
met. 


But far away from here she’s gone, 
And first when I was left alone 
I vowed that none were half so sweet, 
More perfect beauty none could meet ; 
But then, ah me, before I knew 
A love for some one else there grew 
And took my heart—I can’t tell how— 
But some one better love I now. 
FLAVEL S, MINES, 





AT PEEKSKILL. 


Recruit—‘‘If the request is not out of 
order, sir, 1 wish you would assign me to 
duty with the Gatling gun squad.” 

Captain —‘‘The squad is already full. 
Have you any special reason for ‘the 
request.” 

Recruit—‘ Only that I think I am quali- 
fied to make a good cannoneer, sir. I run 
the coffee grinder for Shark & Bilford when 
I’m in the city.” 





A LIGHTNING “SPEEDER” SPED. 





Boy—Yes, sir; the old mare is pretty nigh done 
for— but she beat anything on the road at one 
time.” 

NEIGHBOR-—‘*‘ Eh! when was that?” 

Boy—‘‘ When she was brought here by the fast 
freight train.” 








GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


A PROPER QUESTION. 


He—* Have you been toboganning this 
Winter.” 

She—*Oh, yes, last Thursday night. 1 
got arib dislocated and Uncle James had 
his teeth knocked out. I haven’t had so 
much fun since Willie died.” 

He—“ Er—excuse me, but did 
Will lose his life on the slide.” 


THE LATEST TELEPHONE SCANDAL. 


Master 























The town of Punxatawny, in Massachu- 
setts, was recently half destroyed by fire. 
The disaster is not altogether bad, because 
we know now that there is a town of 
Punxatawny, and but for the fire some of 
us might have died before they got the in- 
formation. 
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A CONNOISSEUR FROM WAYBACK. 












































RURAL VISITOR (at oan collection of paintings) 
—‘*Let me see! ‘Owned by Boodle the mil- 
lionaire; value ten thousand dollars.’ Well, I'll 
be darned! That air pictur’ ain’t a patch to the 
one Maria got with a paound of tea the other 
day. How them air city folks git cheated. I 
tell yew it takes a sharp un to cheat me ona 
pictur’.” ane 

If there is anything more solemnly 
and mysteriously funny than the young 
woman with a mission it must be the 


young woman who can‘ get one. 


A Georgia man says he has seen a 
snake forty feet long, with its back cov- 
ered with gray moss. We suspect he 
lives in Atlanta, where they get it in jugs. 





The Saratogian spells the Rev. Bob 
Collyer with one 1; but those country 
newspapers are so insufficiently supplied 
with type that any little omission of that 
kind is readily excusable. 


A QUEUE GUARD. 
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‘*Melican boy cantee pully my piggee taily 
enly mlore.” 
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MAKING SURE. 


“Will you let me see 
a pair of low shoes?” 
said a lady, entering a 
shoe store. 

“Certainly, ma’am,” 
returned the clerk, who 
was new at the busi- 
ness. “Do you refer 
to the height or the 
price ?” 


QUITE PLAUSIBLE. 


“ How is it that there 
are sO many murder 
trials in the papers of 
late, my dear?” meekly 
inquired Mrs. Brown. 

“I suppose,” snapped 
out the old bear, “it is 
because so many people 
have been getting 
killed.” 





CHIVALRY. 


Mother —‘“Why, Wiil- 
lie! wh.t are you cry- 
ing for?” 

Willie—“’Cause To-m- 
m-y too-k my a-p-p-l-e 
wha-t yo u gave me.” 

Mother —‘' Tommy, I 
am ashamed of you. 
Why did you take Wil- 
lie’s apple?” 

Tommy—“’Cause you 
told me | must always 
iake Willie’s part.” 





Miss Coghlan in a 
scrap of paper must be 
charming, provided the 
scrap is not too large. 


BETTER GIVE IT TO THE POOR. 
A man with $50,000 in his belt fell dead in a western gity the 
other day. It was not previously known that the custem was 
dangerous ; but it is well to be safe, and we took ours off the 


very next day. 


OUTGROWN HIS MEMORY. 


~) ea Tit 


‘*Yes. sah! yo’ face am quite familiar. but yo’ feet am knows whether the trouble is a preva- 
grown eutirely out of my rec’leshun, sah.” 





GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


AN INNOVATION. 
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Ilze—*‘ Not going in this style? Indeed I am, if you go as youare. It’s a low neck cut-away 
and it has this advantage over your costume—it has a back to it.” 





Troy buicher—* Fifteen pounds, sir.” 





THE CHURCH NAP. 


“And now,” con- 
cluded the clergyman, 
after a long discourse, 
‘*we have seen that mil- 
lions on millions of 
people have been bene- 
fited by following this 
scriptural injunction.” 

Just then Lawyer 
Stubbs woke up long 
enough to say in a 
sleepy manner, “Move 
that the injunction be 
made permanent.” 





HE HAD HIM. 


Lushkins —‘“*My son, 
the men that pull back 
never get ahead.” 

Young Lushkins—. 
‘*You’re wrong there, 
dad.” 

Lushkins—“D’ you 
mean to say I’m a liar?” 

Young Lushkins—“ Not 
exactly, but I guess you 
never saw an engine- 
driver pull his throttle.” 





A HOPELESS TASK. 


Husband—“What 
shall we do for my wife 
to-day ?” 

Doctor—Keep her 
from talking for three 
hours and she will get 
well.” 

Husband —‘‘Well, as 
you go down town stop 
in the undertaker’s and 
leave the order, will 
you?” 


OUGHT TO HAVE KNOWN IT. 
Purchaser—“ Er—how much does that ham weigh ?” 


Purchaser—“ Avoirdupois or Troy weight ?” 


Troy butcher—(stiffly)—“ You are in Troy now.” 





A COMPROMISE. 


“John, I wish you would rock the 
baby.” 

“What’ll I rock the baby for ?” 

“ Because he is not very well. And 
what’s more, half of him belongs to 
you and you should not object to 
rock him.” 

‘* Well don’t half belong to you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, you can rock your half and 
let my half holler.” 





Mr. Briek Pomeroy tells with great 
and ghoulish glee of how he stole 
water-melons in Corning, N. Y., when 
a boy; and perhaps, when a sufficient 
time has@lapsed to make the publica- 
tion safe, we shall hear about certain 
horses that mysteriously disappeared 
from LaGresse after he had become 
a bald-headed man. 


Don’t -know when we have been 
more pleased than recently when a 
copy of the Buffalo Millionaire was 
sent us. It is an excellent publica- 
tion. It is sent only to the class 
which it represents. 








itt has written a letter, and nobody "?" 


lence of cucumber or an absence of ink. 








AN OLD ESTABLISHED CONCERN. 


>= a 


DRUMMER (who has just struck up an acquaintance 
It is several dayssince Abram Hew- with hotel guest)—*What house do you travel 


MIssIoNARY—“* The oldest in the country.” 
DruMMER ‘What name?” 
MISSIONARY. ‘: The house of God.” 





WAIL FROM SPECKLED 
HEN. 


The following letter, 


eastern millionaire, ex- 
plains itself. Ihave, all 
along, clung with a wild 
and child-like faith to 
the belief that religion 
was free. Itseems lam 
mistaken, or the gen- 
tleman from Speckled 
Hen is sordid and 
world-wise in his gener- 
ous simplicity. 
SPECKLED Hen, Mon- 
TANA, Dec. 12, 1886. 
Dear str :—lI see by the papers that you are 
throwing around your money sort of loose 
and careless-like. The papers say you don’t 
think anything of bagging a railroad as an 
appetizer fordinner, and that you order anew 
steam yacht whenever your fancy wills. I 
don’t know whether the papers tell the truth 
or not, butI take theliberty to ask you if you 
have ever given the future state any serious 
consideration. Out here in the rowdy west 
we go in heavy on the future state. We live 
fast here, and there is no knowing how soon 
a fellow mortal may invite one or more of 
us to initiate a private burial ground. That 
is why we wrestle unceasingly with the 
future state. When one is called upon to 


labor with this stupendous question one wants access to the 
house of devotion wherein he can give vent to his prayers and let 
We have a church 


up once a week at least upon bluff and cheek. 


recently received by an - 


YounG ConsPIRATOR.—‘‘ I'll stick it on tight, so 
that it won’t”?—— 


GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


THE BACK-ACT 











ION APRIL FOOL TRICK, 





‘*Holy smoke! Ive struck the human 


snake.” 





funds bucked against the tiger and blew in every square inch of 


the steeple to help swell Andy McClaren’s coffers. 
been from the start. 





here in Speckled Hen which seems to meet 
the requirements of but few. It is well located, 
spacious, and elegantly furnished with plush- 
cushioned pews. The choir is fair; it was 
better than fair last month; but since the sil- 
ver-toned tenor lost his mind through the 
agency of a rope—he stole a mule—we have 
labored under a serious disadvantage. Our 
pastor is growing a beautiful bald spot upon 
the bump of veneration. Once his locks were 
long, luxuriant and turbulent. Now, in all 
respects but one, we are well fixed and pre- 
pared for a wrestle against the sins of the flesh 


and Satan. What we want is a steeple to our 
church. We need a steeple bad. Men lie 
awake nights sighing for a steeple. Women 


dream about it and children cry for it. The 
hat has been passed around 
several times and the boys 
have all contributed gen- 
erously. The last man 
who went around with the 
hat fell. He wentdownto 
Dead Man’s Woe and 
drank every inch of that 
steeple. He now sleeps 
with his fathers — figura- 
tively speaking. Two 
weeks ago we had a box. 
ing match in the town hall 
for the benefit of the 
steeple. A good sum was 
taken in at the door, but 
before morning the fellow 
who had charge of the 
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SEIGLERACK ( /vom inside saloon)—“ Look at Fritzy ! 





MAKES 
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And so it has 
We have gathered in small crowds and 
talked the matter over. Sometimes the discus- 
sion has been heated; two or three times a 
faithful admirer of the steeple has punctuated 
his remarks with a bullet. Our grave-yard 
thrives, but our steeple don’t grow an inch, If 
you can send us a few thousand to help raise 
the steeple towards the clouds we will put in a 

nice stained-glass window to your memory 

Respectfully 
Your servant, 

ALABASTER BLAKE. 
N. B.—I just read in a Montana paper that 
Mr. Blake had been lynched for lifting a sorre! 

mare. H. S. KELLER. 


THE DISADVANTAGE OF PLAYING THE INSTRUMENT WHICH 
THE MOST NOISE. 
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He dinks we vos all playin’ togedder, aind it? 
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HIS FIRST ATTEMPT. 

An Irishman undertook 
the business of showing 
visitors to Minnesota the 
Minnehaha falls. His first 
attempt was as follows: 

“Theer, ladies an’ gintle- 
men, is wan of the foinist 
spooktacles in this great 
counthry. Jist luk ut that 
foine stritch of counthry, an’ 
away up theer yez kin see 
the Minnie falls, ha, ha.” 





JUST HIS LUCK. 

The fall of the Boulanger 
ministry caused endless dis- 
appointment in Paris. X 
was heart-broken. 

“My friends were in pow- 
er, and I made sure I should 
get something.” 

**And you didn’t get any- 
thing ?” 

“ Parbleu, no. Whenever 
it rained offices I always 
happened to have my um- 
brella up.” 


WANTED TO LOCATE IT. 

Old Mr. Bentley—“1 see, 
Maria, that one fourth of 
the wheat crop of the coun- 
try is a failure.” 

Old Mrs. Bentley — ‘‘\s 
thatso? Which fourth is it, 
Daniel ?” 





JUST BY ACCIDENT. 


The father went to clean his gun, 
And on the impulse, just for fun, 


He aimed it at his little son, 


A red-cheeked. curly-headed boy, 
Whose blue eyes smiled at him in joy. 


To think a chance may all destroy ! 
An instant, and the hammer fell ! 

That lovely boy was—dare I tell ? 
Unharmed! It wasn’t loaded. 





TIRED sPORTSMAN—“ Will you do me the favor to stop your pony for a moment, madam? 


for two hours.” 
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GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


HE DID NOT RECOGNIZE THEM. 
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Focc — ‘* Fine-looking girls those Turnbulls are.” 
Boce — *‘ Yes. 
Focc --** That’s funny; you’ve met ’em at every ball this year.” 
Bocc—‘* Yes, but I’d never seen ’em dressed before.”’ 





A very sad story of domestic infidelity is 
told by the Washington Critic. The woman 
was complaining of herChristmas presents. 
“Don’t look a gift mule in the mouth,” said 
her husband ; whereupon she said, “ Keep 
your mouth shut then!” Of course there 
will be a divorce. Nobody but an angel 
Well ? would submit tamely to such a retort as that. 





THOSE NEW HATS. 
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Met ’em on the street to-day, and actually didn’t know ’em.” 





Rider Haggard, according 
to a recent statement, will 
not be thirty-one until the 
23d of this month. Rider 
has apparently been so busy 
writing novels that he has 
had to postpone his )irth- 
days a little, but he will get 
there just the same. 


Adelaide Proctor asks if 
we have not all some pure 
ideal of noble life? Certain- 
ly; but there is this awk- 
wardness — whenever we 
want to put it to practical 
use it is found that the ser- 
vants have loaned it to the 
neighbors. 


We have often thought of 
the difference between time 
anda bad penny. For in- 
stance, once passed it never 
returns. 





It is stated that in some 
parts of Germany a man 
can lose his wallet and go 
back fifty miles and find it; 
but what under heavens 
does a man want to do that 
tor? 


De pig dat fin’s apples on 
de groun’ ain’t called toe 
look up intoe de tree. 


CAUSE OF THE TROUBLE. 


St. Patrick once, so runs the story, 


Resolved to rid the Emerald isle 


Of snakes, and cover himself with glory. 


He drove the serpents many'a mile 


Through smiling valleys, dismal marshes, 


And cleared each rock and trunk and root. 


But two old serpents from the grasses 


Escaped, and hid in Patrick’s boot. 





PUGWASH. 


I’ve been following that bird 





LITTLE 
POINTERS. 


Small-poxin 
the army and 
a punster dif- 
fer in the fact 
that one 
would pick a 
pocket and 
the other pock 
-a picket. 


What tribe 
did the Jew, 
Ann Fernan- 
dez, belong 
to? j 


Our witty 
ancestors 
named the 
fume of the 
civet cat purr- 
fume. 


Another 
party of coal 
miners struck 
Friday.—£ x- 
change. They 
probably 
knew that 
Robinson 
Crusoe was 


dead. 


GOOD THINGS 





RUNG UP 





Bunco MAN—‘*How do you do, Mr. Brown? I 
haven’t seen you fora year or more; how are all the 
folks up in”——---!!!--! 


How can Prohibition prevail when every druggist willsell you 
a bottle of mucilage with a stick in it. 





JOHN ALBRO. 


THE SQUAR’ VOTER. 
As you swing around the circle in the early 
fall campaign 
Just to greet the leaders more or less remote, 


men the masses, 
Don’t forget the quiet voter with his vote. 


The brass bands or fiery speeches never make 
him turn a hair, 
And the documents you send him make the 
lighters for his pipe. 
All the little mugwump capers that he reads 
of in the papers 
Will not keep him from his duty when 
election rows are ripe. 


There is hayseed on his collar, there is tallow on his boots, 
And he mixes moods and tenses in his talk from day to day. 
And he writes a hieroglyphic that is far from scientific; 
But it’s handsome on a paper when we have a note to pay. 


His trousers, like his homestead, have a handsome country seat; 
There is little waist about his coat —his vest is all aflame. 

Though his hat be antiquated and his cowhide boots mismated, 
In the big events of life those feet both get there all the same. 


We don’t like to own it, brother, but he’s still the nation’s type— 

The future’s hope, the people’s trust, the commonwealth’s backbone. 
In our socialastic bubbles, in our crazy labor troubles, 

He’s our anchor cast to windward, and we look to him alone. 


You may get up resolutions with a whereas and a why, 
You may levy taxes, vote for war or double up expense; 

But like the sands of ocean, when you follow up your notion, 
You will find his ‘‘thus far” written in his loyal common sense. 


So when swinging round the circie in your present fall campaign, 
You will find this voter anywhere and everywhere, like sin. 

Do not mind his boots or breeches, but in all your songs and speeches, 
And in all your calculations you had better count him in, 


THE OLD PROFESSOR. 


THE FUTURE TENSE. 


Teacher—‘* Tommy, can you define ‘ drink’? ” 

Tommy—“ No; mum.” 

Teacher—* Well, can you tell me the future tense of ‘ he drinks’ ?” 
Tommy—-“‘ He is drunk.” 


MATERNAL INSTINCT. 


Mamma—(to Lucy, who has stumbled and smashed her Doll’s 
head)—* Don’t cry, my dear; it can’t be helped.” 

Lucy—*Oh, mamma, dear! You don’t know how I feel: 
you've never lost a child!” 


Or to scratch the ears of asses, often called of 
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A KNOWING 
WAITER. 
In a restau- 

rant. 

A frightful- 
ly bald cus- 
tomer has just 
begun his din- 
ner when he 
suddenly calls 
the waiter and 
points toa 
hair in the 
soup. 

“ Where did 
that come 
from?” 

‘*Tt must be 
monsieur’s. ” 

The cus- 
tomer, evi- 
dently very 
much flat- 
tered, replies: 

‘‘No doubt, 
my good fel- 
low,no doubt” 





























































It pains us 
to see in the 
press of the 
period such 
slang as “You 
can chalk it 
down that,” etc. In view of the recent rise in the price of chalk 
nothing could be very much more vulgar. 


Farmer --‘All alive and kicking. Ting-a-ling !”’ 


WHAT DOES BOB SAY TO THIS? 


Bagley—“ 1 understand you are a Bob Ingersoll man.” 

Batley—** Yes, he and I have some beliefs in common. I’ve 
come to think, however, that there is a place of eternal punish- 
ment.” 

Bagley—“ You have?” 

Batley—‘‘ Yes; I’ve just spent a week in Cincinnati.” 


ENCOURAGING. 


Passenger—(who has been waiting for two hours for train)— 
“Say, boy, what grave-yard is that over there?” 

Boy—* Well, boss, that grave-yard belongs to the company, an’ 
everybody what’s buried there has died while waitin’ for a train.” 


VERY FAR OFF. 


She—*“ Have you ever met Miss DeMacy ?” 

He-—‘‘No; I have never had the pleasure. Is she a relative?” 
She—* Yes; she is a distant relative.” 

He—‘‘ Ah, you dont say! How distant?” 

She—‘* Oh, about 4,000 miles.” 





OUR AUTOMATIC DOORS. 
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When the office boy goes out pussy 


sees a mouse in the hall and jumps ___ But the door gets there just the same. 
for it. 












POKER DICE. 





HEGSBERGER—“‘ Bead dot off youcan. Four sigses unt a seven sbot. Zwei bier Fritzy.” 


HINKELSPIEL 
shange dem.” 


**Holt on, Fritzy! 





DONT’S FOR THE SICK ROOM. 

Don’t appear anxious, however great your anxiety. Assumea 
cheerful expression, and get off an old joke about the patient be- 
ing a great lier, or some other antediluvian humor. Such things 
have a tendency to arouse a patient from thoughts of his condition 
if anything will. 

Dorit let stale flowers remain in a sick chamber. The air of a 
sick room is bad for plants, and if they are given fresh water and 
pure air they may revive. 

Don't jar the bed by leaning or sitting uponit. If youwantto 
jar the bed, a kick or a thump is much more effective. 

Don't let the patient know that you are watching him. Go to 
sleep and snore and he will be sure to keep awake and watch the 
clock for the medicine time. 

Don't have the sick room temperature over sixty degrees. If 
you should let it get up to ninety-nine, and then jestingly remark 
that you were preparing the patient for the immediate future, it 





BAD FOR BOTH. 
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g looks thin, Mike; don’t you feed it?” 
hink ov it, but me memory’s as poor as the pig!” 


NEIGHROR—‘* Your i 
‘* Whiniver ‘< 


MIKE 





GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 
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DISINTERESTED. 








might make him _ner- 
vous. Sick people are not 
apt to appreciate a joke. 

Don't neglect during 
the day to attend to 
necessaries forthe night. 
See to it that a good sub- 
stantial lunch is pre- 
pared, and a reasonable 
amount of drinkables 
are on hand. The sick 
always get along better 
when the nurse is well 
cared for. 

Don’t ask a convalescent if he would like this or that to eat or 
drink, but prepare the delicacies and present them in a tempting 
way. To fasten a delicacy on the end of a string and Jet it dan- 
gle in front of the patient’s nose is very effective, and 
then to jerk it away when he reaches for it causes 
much amusement and relieves the monotony of the 
sick room. 

Don’t be unmindful of yourself if you are in the re- 
sponsible position of nurse. Take care that you get 
your proper amount of sleep, and let the patient wake 
you if you oversleep yourself. Sick people are natu- 
rally wakeful, and even if the patient did doze off and 
miss the medicine hour it would be better than to 
break down the nurse’s health and thus make two in- 
valids instead of one. 

Don't give the patient a full glass of water to drink 
from. If he is very thirsty, alleviate the thirst by tell- 
ing him that there is more in the reservoir. 

Don’t allow the patient to get low-spirited. Tickle 
him under the nose; punch him in the short ribs with 
your thumb, or do something else of a convivial 
character to enliven the sick man and keep him in a 
bright humor. And finally, 

Don’t pay attention to all the fool advice you read 
in the papers. 


FAT 7c pecs. 
‘“‘Young mon, shtond from oonder. If de 
rope breaks ye'll yit hurted.”’ 








THAT ACCOUNTS FOR IT. 

An old army officer to his man. 

‘Thunder and lightning! hard boiled eggs again. 
How many times have I told you not to leave them in 
the water more than two minutes and a half?” 
ie “That's just what I did, general.” 

— ‘‘Nonsense! Then they wouldn’t be hard.” 

“They oughtn’t to be; but, general, I bclieve my 
watch runs a little slow.” 





GOOD 


A HOPELESS FUTURE. 
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Mrs, CasEY—‘‘Is th’ pig out ?” 
FIREMAN—‘‘ No; he’s burned.” 
Mrs. CasEy—‘‘ Lave me dhrop.” 





The young lady who knows what she wants when she goes 
shopping is a rarity. A scene in a Fourteenth street store on a 
recent afternoon is described by the following: 

Enter two young ladies in search of blue sash ribbon. 

Miss Helen—“ Well, Hattie, what are you going to buy ?” 

Miss Hathe—“1 want a light blue sash. I have been thinking 
about getting one for two weeks, and I have just had time to get 
what I want. I saw the loveliest shade of light blue the other 
day in Paris and I am going to see if I can get a sash just like it. 
I know precisely what I want.” 

They approach the clerk, who waits expectantly. 

Miss Hattie—‘‘1 would like to see some light blue sash ribbon.” 

Miss Helen takes a seat and watches the proceedings. The 
clerk opens several boxes and exhibits samples of light ribbon. 

Miss Helen—* Aren’t they just lovely ?” 


A RADICAL CHANGE. 
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‘‘Hannah always said that my face wuz too 
short fer my neck, but”—— 


*€ Now I’m all right,” 








THINGS FROM JUDGE. 
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Miss Hathe—“< Yes; the blue is the very shade I want. 
isn’t that light yellow charming ?” 

Miss Helen—‘‘ Exquisite ; so lovely.” (Compares the light blue 
and the light yellow. Miss Hattie does the same.) 

Miss Helen—* 1 really think the light yellow is prettier than the 
light blue, don’t you?” 

Miss Hatte—‘‘ Yes, | think it would suit my complexion better; 
don’t you?” 

Miss Helen—*“ 1 don’t know ; how do you like that salmon?” 

Miss Hattie—‘‘Where is the salmon? Oh, it is just lovely! 
Which do you think is the nicest of these three? I think the 
salmon is really going to be more stylish, They say everybody 
is going to wear salmon this Summer. This is so light, too. You 
know my cheeks are so red. I don’t believe the light yellow 
would be as nice as the salmon; do you? I would like to have 
something new, too. I suppose everybody will wear blue or 

ellow.” 

Miss Helen (looking over the boxes)—“If cherry wasn’t so 
abominably deep in color and striking in its appearance, I'd like 
cherry.” 

Miss Hattie—“1 never did like cherry, but this is a very nice 
shade. Don’t you think it would suit me? What do you say to 
getting some cherry for the fun of the thing? I would not mind 
it on a light dress. It would attract a little attention and perhaps 
some admiration.” 

The clerk yawns and ventures to say that light blue is very 
much admired. 

Miss Hattie—*“ That is just what I think. Now, Helen, I think 
I’d better take the blue.” 


A CONSIDERATION. 
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Lapy—‘‘ Why, I only paid my last servant four dollars, and you ask four 
dollars and a half.” 

CANDIDATE.-—‘* Well, mum, that's me price; but as me an’ you is about the 
same figure I’ll make the allowance of th’ fifty cints for bein’ able to wear 
your clothes whin you are out.” 


Miss Helen—‘‘Well, you must suit yourself. The blue 
is pretty ; but everybody wears blue, and it always re- 
minds me so much of babies’ caps.” 

Miss Hattie—‘‘ Babies’ caps? Pshaw! They use salmon 
and light orange on babies’ caps, and orange, too.” 

Miss Hattie—‘‘I wanted the blue when I came in, but 
I really believe I will take the yellow afterall. Haven't 
you any yellow a little lighter than this—a sort of cream? 
(The clerk produces the desired color.) I think that will 
do. I think I had better have four yards of this.” 

Miss Helen—“ Oh, you don’t want four yards, do you? 
I should think three would be sufficient.” 

Miss Hattie—“Three? What do you think?” 
dressing the clerk.) 

Clerk—“ Really, Miss, I think you had better get four 
yards rather than not have enough.” 

Miss Helen—“Well, get four yards. You can always 
use it if something is left over. Are you really going to 
take the blue?” 

Miss Hattie—“No; I decided to take the cream, but I 
still think the blue is pretty. Now, which would you 
take ?” 

Another customer enters. 

Miss Helen-—‘‘ Take the blue if you like it and let's be 
going. It is almost time for lunch.” (The clerk smiles 
approval.) 

A look of blank amazement appears on the face of 
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34 GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


Miss Hattie. She withdraws her hand 
from her pocket and exclaims, “Goodness! 
I’ve left my purse at home.” 

Miss Helen—“Why don’t you have it 
charged ?” 

Miss Hathe— “Papa told me never to 
have anything charged without his permis- 
sion. What shall 1 do? Haven’t you any 
money, Helen?” 

Miss Helen—*“\ have only enough to buy 
some caramels. Let’s go and get them. 
Makesomesort of an excuse and we will go.” 

Miss Hattie—‘‘The clerk is busy showing 
that fat lady some handkerchiefs at the 
other end of the counter. Let’s cut.” 

They cut. 


HIS EDUCATION NEGLECTED. 
She—‘‘Of course, Mr. De Peyster, you 
saw ‘Christ before Pilate’ ?” 
He—‘‘Well, really—er—I don't remem- 
ber ever to have seen either of the gentle- 
men.” 





**Aht this is a rare treat—to meet an old friend, 
and so unexpected.” 


MEAN ECONOMY. 


Pal (at toboggan slide)—“I say, Gal- 
lagher, phwat is that bit of a bint-up boord 
they be’s shlidin’ down the hill wid?” 

Gallagher—“ Thim is phwat they call ther- 
boggins.” 

Pat-—“Therboggins, is it? Faith, an’ I 
think it’s a poor counthry, afther all, where 
they can’t afoord to put roonners on the 
sleighs.” 


PROPER ENOUGH TO ASK. 


‘*T see a tablet has been erected to the 
first white settler in Tennessee.” 

* Prominent man, eh?” 

“Yes, indeed.” 

“Well, I should think so if he settled. 
Why didn’t he get things charged?” 








The axe has fallen and the deadhead is no more 


EMBRACING THE OPPORTUNITY. 





“It does (gu/p) warm up (gurgle) a fellow to 
know that he’s not alone in this world—” 





S 


-Even though it strikes sadness aiid dismay 
to other hearts. 





WIT OF THE PLAYERS. 

First tragedian—“ Heard the latest on 
old Buskin?’ 

Low comedian——-“‘No. What is it?” 

First tragedian—““Why, you see. he’s 
been on the stage twenty years and never 
got a hand in his life. They gave hima 
good part in the new piece and he made 
up his mind he’d get some applause if it 
cost hima leg. He’s got eight children, 
you know and he planted them in a row 
in the orchestra and told them all toshout 
bravo at the top of their lungs when he 
reached the climax of his big scene in 
the second act. What did the kids do 
but get up and yell ‘Bravo. papa!’ so 
you could hear them all over the house. 
It gave the old man’s snap away.” 





Yo’ bettah jump ovah de fence in de 
daak dan tun an’ meet de bull-dog. 


SAVED THEIR LIVES. 

Mr. Cutler recently had a party out on 
the Sound on his yacht. One day the 
steward whispered something in Mr. Cut- 
ler’s ear, whereupon he became greatly 
excited. A passing yacht was hailed at once. 

‘*We are famishing.” shouted Mr Cutler, 
as soon as the boats came within speaking 
distance; “we need the necessities of life. 
Send us something to keep us from dying.” 

Within ten minutes the gig of the succor- 
ing yacht drew near and conveyed tu the 
perishing crew five cases of champagne, 
ten cases of ale, three cases of claret, anda 
tin box of crackers. 


IT MAY COME TO THIS. 


Passenger—“1 would lke two berths in 
the Montreal sleeper.” 

Sleeping-car agenit—* Names and addresses, 
please, and where you would like to have 
your bodies sent.” 





But the best of friends must part— 


MIGHT HAVE BEEN NEAR-SIGHTED. 


Maud—“1 think it’s just too horrid for 
anything. Here I’ve been standing over 
the side of the vessel for half an hour and 
can’t see it.” 

Hubly—-“Can’t see what, my dear?” 

Maud —* Why, the equator. The captain 
said we were crossing it.” 








Wealthy amateur aclor—* My dear Mr. Irv- 
ing, I heard you were in front last night, 
and I was positively sorry. I have been 
suffering from bronchitis lately, and only 
the night before you saw me | was obliged 
to get a physician’s certificate to the effect 
that I was not able to act at all.” 

Mr. Irving--‘‘Was a certificate neces- 
sary?” 

Tragedian—‘‘!1 played Hamlet in Paterson 
last week and got a call at the end of every 
act.” 

Manager—“1 took a company out there 
week before last and got one call before the 
first act, but it was enough. It was fur the 





‘** So hellup me kracious.” 






















































GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


FALSE ECONOMY. 
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cigar.” 








‘‘Ther yain’t no one a lookin’. ’n’ T might NorE—The small facilities which our artist has 
hev thet air wire ter put ’raound my hog-pen.” enjoyed for seeing people struck by lightning may 
excuse any want of action in his sketch. 





CONEY ISLAND. Mrs. Wilmot Lewis of Halifax, N. S., gave 
Blowsy big girl with her beau birth to a fine boy five months and three days 
Talks about taking a ‘*souse,” after a precisely similar experience. There are 
Heavy weight meres and ponderous peres persons who look upon this as a miracle, but 
_Mopping their blazing brows, Mr. Lewis says for his part he regards it as an 
Whit -, airy nothing called beer, t " . 
Yes, summer is surely here. outrage. 
Women and water and wind, It is easy to talk, When Emerson said, 
Babies and baskets and beer, “ Hitch your wagon to a star,” he took deuced 


Child-en that run and sheut in the sun, 
Old folks at rest in the shade of the pier ; 
Yes, summer is here. 


good pains not to bring down the star. 


A GAME OF CHANCE. 


Bow-'egged man wading out, 


Bare-legged boys on the beach : Old lady—“T think it is perfectly awful the 
Kittenish women who want to go swimmin’, —., way the young men of to day are captivated 
: Maidens who titter and shiver and screech by games of chance ; don't you ” 
When their little gnarled toes get wet: Old ny “Oh aso 
Yes, summer is here, you bet. & geniieman— aa ee oo 
MARCELLUs,  Wlar attendant at the base-ball games myself. 





NATIVE AND FOREIGN. Not Anxious to Stay. 


“Arethereany bears 
in this vicinity?” in- 
quired a hunter from 
the city as he stepped 
off the train up in Ul- 
ster county. 

‘Yes, sir,” replied 
the station agent. “A 
big fellow was seen 
just west ofthe village 
yesterday ; he looked 
( to beten fect long.” 

“ Er — what time 
does the next train go 
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O'HOULIHAN ‘over his newspaper)-- ‘‘ Here’s a Chinee baste wants to be a lawyer. 






men and sit down alongside av us Amerikins.” 


anything. 








THINGS A WOMAN CAN’T DO. 


Shoot straight 

See any beauty in a rival. 

Keep track of a base-ball game 

Sit down without mashing her bustle. 

Endure the smell of a stranger’s cigar. 

Cut an old admirer w:thout looking back. 
Hold up her dress without showing her hose. 
See the extravagance of anything she wants. 
Tell her child’s right age to the car conductor. 
Take an interest in the vital questions of the 


Lose a fiver on the races without getting a 
headache. 

Remain in an auction-room without losing 
her head. 


A WIDE DIFFERENCE, 


“What an awful smell of cabbage,” said a 
fastidious tenant to the janitor. ‘‘I thought you 
assured me there were no Irish families in the 
house.” 

‘Neither there are, ma’am,” was the reply. 
“That’s only the landlord smoking a five-cent 


THE OFFICE-SEEKER AGAIN, 
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Scene—Railroad Station in Washington. 
‘*Well, Iswan! they all told me ter hum thet 


I'd hev ter git at hm through Din. Lamont. 
. back to New York?” Wonder who in 5 





Sleeper is.” 


THINGS A MAN CAN’T DO. 


Smile through his tears. 

Making a crying baby smile. 

Put in a pin that will hold. 

Wither a rival with a glance. 

Talk with his mouth fuil of pins. 

Carry his car fare in his mouth. 

Make love to two girls in the same room. 

Get a number six foot into a number three shoe. 

Remain self-possessed when there is a pin sticking in him. 
SS Read a book at the window and scrutinize everybody that 


passes. 
The cheek of ‘him furiners is turrible.’ The nixt thing they’ll want to be aldher- Spend the whole day shopping when he doesn’t waat to buy 
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36 GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


POPULAR SUPER- 
STITIONS. 


If ababy sees his face 
in the glass it will be 
the death of him; if an 
old maid, it will be the 
death of the glass. 

If you work you may 
have money, but we 
wouldn't advise persons 
to doit. Itisoftenvery 
tiresome, and eventually 
leads to the grave. 

If you drop your dish- 
cloth you will have com- 
pany. Statistics are not 
in, however, as to the 
awful resuit of dropping 
some other person’s 
dish-cloth. 

While at the wash- 
board, if the suds splash 
and wet the clothes you 
are wearing, you will 
have a drunken hus- 
band. This is the great 
reason why young wo- 
men alwaysfeel languid 
on Mondays. 


IMPERILING VAL- 
UABLES. 


Wife—“ Henry, didn’t 
| hear you bet your boots 
on the election with 
Squeers?” 

Husband — “Y-y-yes, 
my dear, I believe you 
did.” 

Wife—“ Well, I'd like 
to know what I’m going 
to do foraseat to Willie's 
pants.” bu'’st inter no dressin’ rooms.” 

AT LIBERTY TO REPUDIATE IT. 

Reporter—* Mr. Lowell, I want to interview you for the How/er.” 

Mr. Lowell—‘‘All right, but I reserve the right to repudiate all 
that you print about me.” 

Reporter—-“‘ Now. then, you're a poet?” 

Mr. Lowell—“ Yes.” 


When it was announced that the frisky Simon Cameron was 
going to come home, therv was a feeling of intense relief among 
the married men of the effete east. 


BETWEEN THE ACTS. 





‘Beg yer parding, ladies. I kinder lost my way ’round this ’ere theatre, but I didn’t mean ter 


HE HAD LEARNED A 
LESSON. 


Backwoodsman(in Ohio 
town)—“I hear you've 
struck a well of natural 
gas here lately.” 

Hotel-keeper—“Y es, sir; 
got one in our back 
yard.” 

Backwoodsman—*l 
wish you'd tell the clerk 
to turn it off when he 
shuts up for the night. 
For heaven’s sake warn 
him against blowing it 
out! I had an experience 
once myself, mister.” 





ADVERTISING PAYS. 


His ma—“ Well, John- 
ny, what did you see at 
the circus?” 

Johnny — “The hairy 
people and Mr. Barnum 
with a bald head.” 


NEW METHOD OF 
CALCULATING 
TIME. 


Mistress —* Bridget, 
how long have you 
been with us?” 

Bridget — ‘‘Twelve 
wakes, ma’am.” 

Mistress—“Why, no; 
it isn’t more than two 
months.” 

Bridget —“Shure, 
ma’am, and we've had 
twelve wakes in the last 
two months—three on 
‘em was babbies.” 


KEEPING UP THE INTEREST. 

“What do you think of the last installment of my new novel?” 
inquired Miss Gush. 

“I must confess,” replied Merritt, “that1 think you have made an 
awful blunder. You left the hero sitting on a keg of powder to 
which the villain had just touched a match. I don't see how ever 
you can finish thestory when the hero is killedin the first chapter.” 

“That was onlya part of the plot, Mr. Merritt. In nextweek’s 
paper I go on to explain how the keg of powder turned out to be 
a barrel of mustard seed.” 


NOT CUPID’S DART. 





NEAR-SIGHTED ARCHER—“ Hello! who could have put nty target way out there ; 


I wonder if I can hit the bull’s eye from here?” 


She didn’t quite do it, but made an admirable attempt. 
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POPULAR SUPER- 
STITIONS. 
It is bad luck 
To be hanged on 
Friday. 

To marry a red 
haired girl. 

To be bitten by a 
mad dog. 

To have your pock- 
et picked. 

To be killed by a 
railroad train. 

To lend your best 
friend five dollars. 

To take a twenty- 
cent piece for a quar- 
ter. 

Tocallon your best 
girl and find your 
rival there. 

To find at 3 a.m. 
that you have lost 
your latch-key. 

To break a looking- 
glass, for it entails the 
cost of buying a new 
one. 








RUINED BY SUC- 
CESS. 

Some one asked a 
photographer the 
other day how he was 
doing. 

“ Not any too well,” 
was the reply; “you 
see the trouble is, 
now that I’ve become 
well known, people 


say to themselves, ‘That fellow must be overrun with work,’ and 


go somewhere else.” 


HUM OF THE COURT. 
In dying Herr Krupp, the celebrated cannon-maker, has gone 
off with as much success as one of his big guns. 
That is the best speech which has the least to say, and no 
woman was ever a success as a speech-maker either before or 


after dinner. 


There may have been a stuttering woman, but there were 
seven days in the week during which she was happily relieved 


of her disability. 


There was last week a story in Washington that Government 
clerks were resigning by scores. 


report that the moon was composed principally of green cheese. 


“When a man 


is 
in Rome,” says the 
Utica Herald, “he 


should do as the Rom- 
ans do.” So? Wouldn’t 
it be quite as well for 
him to keep sober? 


William D. Howells 
has a poor opinion of 
all the novelists except 
one, and his modesty 
won't permit him to 
mention that one’s 
name. 


Mr. Barnum had his 
pocket picked the other 
day; and he was so 
mad that he ordered 
that noted line changed 
to “Do not wait for 
me—lI am going.” 

The BuffaloCommercial 
Advertiser says, women 
are excitable and be- 
tray their emotions 
more than men. Dear 
youth, isn’t that super- 
fluous information? 
Isn’t that what they 
largely are here for? 








GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


THE LAST STRAW. 
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Epiror—‘‘ What noise is that in the assistant editor’s room ?” 
OrFIcE Boy —* De assistant editor, Johnson, is stamping on de new type-writin’ machine.” 
Epiror—*: What’s the matter with it?” 


OFFICE-Boy—‘‘ Why, he started to write up ‘our funny column’ and de t’ing rung up a chestnut 
before he’d wrote more’n a line.” 


On the boulevards. 
‘* You look anxious, old boy.” 





“What! the old ones? 
new ones.” 


inquired the manufacturer. 
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King Kalakaua is 
allowed to retain his 
throne on the single 
condition that he ex- 
ercises none of its 
privileges. That is 
about as if he were 
allowed to eat pro- 
vided he did not the 
slightest swallowing. 

The Queen having 
given £ 200 for the re- 
lief of distressed cler- 
gymen, there has 
arisen some little dis- 
cussion with regard 
to their distressed 
congregations. Asa 
general thing, as the 
reader is aware, those 
unhappy individuals 
are rarely thought of. 


A GOOD REASON. 


Master Tommy is 
sick and also indis- 
posed to take the pre- 
scribed remedy. 

“Come, my pre- 
cious,” says his 
mother, “ you must 
swallow your medi- 
cine.” 

“*I can’t.” 

“One always can 
when one wants to.” 

‘* But I don’t want 
to.” 


AN EYE TO THE FUTURE. 


“ Yes, I’m terribly put about in my mind.” 

“ Perhaps your creditors are giving you trouble.” 

Not a bit of it; I’m hunting around for 
WELL QUALIFIED. 

“ How much experience have you had at making cigarettes ?” 


“ None at all, sir,” replied the applicant; ‘‘ but for the last two 


years I have been an artist’s model.” 
There was also revived the 


AN UNREASONABLE OFFER. 
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STRANGER —‘‘ Fifty dollars, eh, fur the nag? Does the lot go with it?” 
RURALITE —‘‘Sartinly not; what do ye want the lot fur?” 
STRANGER —‘‘ Why, to bury the hoss.” 





WHY THEY ARE THERE. 
“T see that they have a large ballet in ‘The Fall of Babylon.’ 


I didn’t know that they 
had such things then.” 
“Oh, no! but I sup- 
pose they want to have 
some of the people 
in it who were living 
at the time it happen- 

ed.” 
NO AFTER YEARS 

FOR HIM. 

Detective — “ Confess 
and you will save your 
life.” 

Prisoner—‘* But my 
confession would hang 
all three of us.” 

Detective— Well, 
what of that? You will 
always have the con- 
sciousness of knowing 
that you told thetruth.” 

NOT A GOOD WIT- 
NESS. 

In a cheap restau- 
rant. 

“See here, waiter; 
this steak is at least 
three weeks old.” 

“Can’t say, sir; I’ve 
only been here a fort- 
night.” 
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‘It am my opinion, Bruver White, dat de world ain’t a flyin’ ’round in de 
air like a pin-wheel, but sets solid on a rock.” 

**Ve -yes, do: ninie, dat may be, but what does dat rock set on ?” 

** Another rock, in course.’ 

** Well, an’ what does dat one set on?” 

**Bruver White, doan’t as’ sich jackassical queshuns. 
way down, fo’ shuah.” 


Dey is rocks all de 





HIS GREAT GOOD LUCK. 


When Bacchus was saved from the flood, you will mark 

That he was not of those with old Nuah in the ark— 

His grand vice it was saved him, although you may doubt it— 
He was so very drunk he knew we about it. 








A woman predicted that the falls of Niagara would run dry on 
the 15th of August, and now she vindicates herself with the 
excuse that there was too much water to poe the oxperenent. 
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JUST THE THING. 
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. OLD RUM VETERAN—‘‘T’'ll apply for that situation at once.” 





A MODEL HUSBAND. 


Mrs. Brown was endeavoring to console her young married 
daughter who was weeping over her husband’s short-comings. 

“What could I do, my dear? I married you to Ernest because 
he swore he had the secret of making you happy.” 

“True! m-m-mamma! it was a se-se-se-secret, and he’s 


k-k-k-k-kept it.” 


There will presently, be a bathing costume \ w vithout lock, stock 
or barrel, as they used to say of a certain kind of imaginary gun; 
and by that time “Clara Belle” will be so happy that she will 
not be able to contain herself in one of them. 








ON THEIR WASHINGTON TRIP. 
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Hore. GuEst—*‘- Chew real hard, Kate. 


It makes them dimuns sparkle like new coppers.” 
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HE HAD TO KEEP THAT 
“T want ten dollars on 
that watch,” he said to 
the pawnbroker. 
“'Throw in the chain?” 
‘*No: what doyou sup- 
pose I'd fasten my keysto.” 


NO CHANCE FOR 
HONESTY. 

Boston merchant— 
“Dont you think, Samp- 
son, that honesty is the 
best policy?” 

Insurance agent—* Well, 
no.” 

Boston 
“What?” 

Insurance agent—“The 
best policy is that issued 
by ourcompany. Amill- 
ion dollars surplus.” 


Er loud whistle don't 
make er big factory nor er 
loud mouth don’t make er 
big orator. 


APPROPRIATE. 
Fond mother—*‘ Pa, what 


business do you think we 
ought to start Willard in? 





merchani— 











Huspanp—‘‘ Maria, what's de maiter 
WIFrE—‘‘ De doctor says he’s got plumbago in his side from suckin’ lead-pencils. 


GOOD THINGS 


DARKTOWN’S 


comes from too much eddication.” 


wid de buy ?” 
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INFLICTION. 


HIS BUSINESS QUALI- 
FICATIONS. 

Father—‘‘Well, what 
can you Say for the young 
man?” 

Daughter—“He’s young 
and handsome and has 
good business ability.” 

Father—_“ How do you 
know anything about his 
business qualifications?” 

Daughier—“Why, he 
has figured out for me time 
and time again how nicely 
we could get along if you 
would make us a present 
of fifty thousand.” 






























AN INFALLIBLE 
RECIPE. 

An examination in an 
agricultural college: 

‘*Tell me, please, how 
one can keep mutton 
fresh?” 

“By not killing the 
sheep.” 


A DIRECT THRUST. 


Dat 





He's getting to be eighteen years old and ought to get into some- 


thing.” 


Fond father —“ It’s hard telling what he’s fitted for.” 
Fond mother—* Yes, he’s as proud as Lucifer, but he’s as neat as 


” 
wax. 


Fond father—*<Well, then, let’s start him in the match business.” 





NO TIME FOR WORK. 
(AFTER HERRICK.) 





Come, write a letter to my love, 
Ye little cupids mine, 

And send it by your mother’s dove 
To a girl with eyes divine. 


* 


* 


* 


* * 


What! will ye still your duty shirk ? 
Ah me, and well-a-day ! 
Some Cupids may be good for work, 


But mine will only play. 


DUFFIELD OSBORNE. 


HE TOLD A BIG STORY. 


Summer boarder—“\ thought you said there was running water 
within a stone’s throw of your house?” 


Farmer—* 1 did.” 


Summer boarder—“ Well, the nearest water I can discover is half 


a mile from here.” 


Farmer—‘“ Well, Mr. Peterley, I’ve known men that could throw 


a stone that far.” 


A new style of dress coat has no tails. 
tramp’s dinner, at which there was nothing to eat. 


It reminds one of the 


Chicagoan—* Don’t you 
have to take out a license to get married in this State.” 

New Yorker—“No; we make it as easy as possible for people 
to enter into the matrimonial state. We don't use much red tape. 
We leave that for the Chicago lawyers.” 























DIDN’T WANT TO BE SEEN. 


“Do you know where! can get one of those opaque sun- 
shades?” asked Cora. 

“Why,” exclaimed Mamie, in surprise, “are you so afraid of 
sunstroke?” 

‘*No,” returned Cora confidentially, “but Mr. Merritt and I are 
going out to sit on the sand.” 

It has been an unusually healthy Summer, but the Ute country 
is at present afflicted with the malignant Colorow. 








SIGNS OF THE TIMES. 
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A floor-walker at Lacy's, who has been delegated to wash windows, sees a pretty 
girl on opposite side of the street, and poses for her benefit. 

KNOWING COUNTRY VISITOR—‘‘ I’ve often heerd tell of the Eeding Museum, 
but darned ’f I’m goin’ ter pay fifty cents ’f that there’s a sample 'f what's inside.” 
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GIVING THEM A PAIR CHANCE. 
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my congregation suspicions me ob trifling wid 
de affections ob dere wives I hope dey will make 
an investigation ob de affair at once. so dgt I may 


‘clair myself ob de accusation.” 


DARN A FLY! 


A hotel or a private residence with flies in 
it is on the high road to deteriorization. 
A little 
care and a like amount of netting and 
there areno flies. The spectacle of a fly- ut underneath there!” (Doubtless the work- question. 
cage is an exhibition of bad management 
that must not be allowed anywhere. A 
window that is whitened with evidences of flies is marked as with 
the mark of shame. We must havethe Democratic party in some 


There is no necessity for flies. 


shape, and various kinds of smaller 
crime are not to be escaped; but a 
house with a fly in it is an offense 
to all manner of good usage and 
decent custom. “ Darna fly!” ex- 
claimed the late Mr. Billings in a 
paragraph which comprised not 
only volumes but libraries. It is 
the language of the universal world. 
Darn a fly! That mild, little, insin- 
uating thing that purposes no severe 
pain but kills you by incessantly 
annoying attention—darn a fly! 
He isa bore. He has no apprecia- 
tion of the tolerance of kindly civil- 
ity. He was created to make it 
apparent that the gentle Summer 
was meant mostly for deceptive 
purposes. One can tolerate a mos- 
quito long enough to kill him, and 
a wasp is notso bad; but darna fly 
with his gentleness of method and 
his intolerable perseverance! And 
when it is so easy to get rid of him 
it is so exasperating to think that he 
is tolerated, or perhaps encouraged, 
by any decent manager of a hotel 
or a household. 
ONE WAY OF DOING IT. 

She was a plain, out-spoken Ger- 
man woman, and one night when 
several callers staid longer than she 
thought necessary she said in a 
loud voice: 

“Christian, let’s go to bed so that 
the folks can go home.” 





Directly upon the heels of the 
rumor that Christine Nilsson won 
eighty thousand francs at Monte 
Carlo came the report of the earth- 
quake. The natural inference is 
that Miss Nilsson fractured the 
bank. 





GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


A TRIFLE LATE. 








WORKMAN ABOVE (fo workman below)—‘* Look 


man underneath wishes he could.) 


GETTING READY FOR THE SUMMER. 








“Aha! a lady in the b-bweakers!! To the wescue!” (Plunges 
through the sheet on to a convenient mattress, rubs himself down and goes 
out for a b. and s.) 















































A FAMILIAR SAYING PROVES TRUE. 


No room for argument. 


Daniel never prevaricates on the fish 


He readily admits that the catch 


is small, and merely says it is because 
Grover insists on flopping around in the boat 
and making such a noise with his large words and general 
impatience that he scares the fish away.—J/rs. D. S. Lamont. 


I cannot falsify even for this ad- 
ministration. I may be unduly 
sensitive, but I have a high regard 
for the truth The trout numbered 
only five all told, and the largest 
of them didn’t weigh an ounce over 
three pounds —Frances E. Cleveland 


ONE VIEW OF IT. 

Robinson meets a friend who 
lost his wife the day before. 

* Allow me to offer my sym- 
pathies. Let me see—-you were 
married ”-—— 

‘‘Thirty years.” 

“Ah, yes! And it’s hard to lose 
a wife just as one is growing a lit- 
tle used to her.” 


HOW THE ENGLISH IS SPOKE. 

Aunt Cecelia{to Lulu)—‘‘ My dear 
Lulu, Mr. Smithers, from England, 
is coming to-night and I wish you 
to take a lesson from him in Eng- 
lish, he talks so nicely.” 

Next Day. 

“Well, my dear, did you hear 
how nicely Mr. Smithers spoke?” 

Lulu—* Oh, yes, aunty; I heard 
him talking outside to the hackman.” 

Aunty—‘‘ And what did he say, 
my dear?” 

Lulu—“He said, ‘You infernal 
swindler, I’ll smash your d——’” 

Lesson in English summarily 
stopped. 





“ Do you think the man legally 
guilty according to the evidence?” 
was the question; and immediately 
every lawyer present inquired with 
extreme anxiety, “What is the 
amount of his assets and liabili- 
ties ?” 








PADDY’S VALENTINE. 
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Bedalia—git onto me fancy ! 


For Bridget McGinnis she’s surely— 


Me luv for ye, darlint, is burnin’, 


This heart that was made for ye purely ! 


Be heavens! get onto that matre. 
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Don’t it skip wid a nice, aisy measure ? 


O'im dr’ amin’ av ye an’ Oi'm buildin’ 


A cage for me heart's blissid treasure. 


D’ye moind, Biddy darlint acushla, 


How swate Oi have been at the partin’, 


Phwin at the back gate Oi have left ye 
Wid ivery pulse in me smartin’— 


Ovve laid in me bed an’ been dramin’— 


Bad cess to that line, but it’s written— 


Shure, darlint, yer heart was the palace 
Oi wonder'd could poor Paddy git in? 


Thin out av the gloom Oi heard voices 
Come singin’ so tender and swately, 
An all av me moind was in wonder 


Loike one that was dr’amin’ complately. 


He stood on a pinnacle, dariint, 


An’ Oiwokeupwid ‘Can't hewin? can’the?” — 


Thin out av the gloom come the murmurs— 


** Ve can, wid a pig and a shanty.” 


Now, Biddy, the shanty is wattin’, 


Wid a tae kettle on the stove crownin’, 


And a pigin the sthy he is stoppin’ 


To mate the new comer who's ownin’, 


Will ye come, little Biddy, me darlint ? 
OP Ul see ye at close ov the day toime. 


The name is a/tached, and Oi’ll sind it ; 
This day is a gay toim. 


Be heavens! 


H. S, KELLER. 


THE LAW OF HEREDITY. 


‘“‘Didn’t Mr. Verdigris talk beauti- 
fully in the Bible class this morning? 


It was just like a sermon.” 


“Yes, it was fine; but such things 


run in the family, you know.” 
“Indeed! How is that?” 
‘*He inherits it, you see. 


city.” 


‘VERY SERIOUS INDEED. 
Wife—“ What seems to be the matter with my husband, 


doctor?” 


Doctor—“O, nothing more than an attack of rheumatism in 


the pedal extremities.” 


Wife— Ah, it is worse than I expected. Charley said the pain 


was all in his feet.” 


“There is a young woman in the chorus at the Bijou Opera 
House who makes a pretty elaborate display of her figure. 
She wears white tights from her head to her feet, with a scanty 
row of gilt fringe around her hips.”—Zddy’s Squib. 


gilt edged girl, so to speak. 





He mar- 
ried Dr. Sereena’s daughter, and the old 
gentleman is the best preacher in the 


GOOD THINGS JUDGE. 


EGORRA! Saint Valen- 

tine’s landed, 

The lads and the lasses 
are crazy ; 

Be heavens! Oi've got 
the same favur, 

Oi think Oi’ll sind Bid 
dy a daisey. 

Now fhwat’ll I do to be 
proper, 

Oi mane the gintility 
caper? 

Is it sindin’ her some- 
thing that’s boughten, 

Ora bit ov me writin’ 
on paper? 


Bah! out ov me way, ye de- 
saver ! 

It's chape to be buyin’ yer luv- 
knot 

Phwin paper and pencils are 
handy ; 

Divil a cess do Oi care, for Oi 
guv not 

A cint for a lot ov swate varses 

Come second-hand from some 
poor poet ; 7 

So, O’’ll jot down me luvin a 
jiffy 

And sign wid me name soshe’ll 
know it. 


ScHMITT —‘‘ Vot you do, O' Houlihan?” 
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O’HouLIHAN—‘*Sure, Oi’ve moved the pratie patch to the roof, so’s to dodge 


the land tax.” 





FATAL IGNORANCE. 





Mk. SMITH (who 7s in total ignorance of the fact that he is conversing with 
a blood relative of the hostess)—‘*‘ Really, Miss De Lyle, speaking of trade 
people crowding so rapidly into our most select circles, do you know the 
father of our charming hostess was at one time acobbler? And I can 
distinctly remember when he made my father’s boots, and’’—— 

Miss De LyYLE—‘‘ Ah! boots he wore while plowing, I presume.” 





Sidney Rosenfeld says that he 


task in despair. 


they did it on a step-ladder. 





Sort of a 


A Texan chews his weight in 


THE INFALLIBLE TEST. 


Mrs. DeToole—“How do 
you like my daughter's sing- 
ing—do you not think she has 
improved since you last heard 
her?” 

Mr. Doney (who has not heard 
Miss DeToole for two years)— 
“Oh, yes; I think there is a 
wonderful improvement. You 
can hear her just twice as far 
as you could two years ago.” 


SAINTS AND SINNERS. 


“Where is the best place to 
see those stunning bathing 
suits that the papers say the 
swell girls are wearing?” asked 
a young dude. 

“At any of those religious 
resorts where camp-meetings 
are held,” replied his friend. 





FROM OUR NEW POCKET 
DICTIONARY. 


Mediator—A_self-sacrificing 
individual who places himself 


‘ between the hammer and the 


anvil. 

Mirror—An article of furni- 
ture women grow heartily tired 
of as they grow older. 

Sparrow—The street Arab 
of the feathered tribes. 





A Priest in politics is like the 
girl with asecret and the youth 
with a loaded gun—he’s never 
satisfied until he makes a noise. 


once began to write an article 


on the difference between the author and the actor, but later 
experience taught him that there were so many differences be- 
tween authors and actors that he was compelled to abandon the 


Some of the dancers at the French ball kicked so high that they 
could’nt get down until four o’clock the next afternoon, and then 


tobacco every four years and 


is half inclined to be ashamed of himself because he can’t do 
it in two. 








. GOOD THINGS 


THE JUDGE’S CHARGE. 


We now see, in contem- 
plating Jacob Sharp, what 
a dreadtully demoralizing 
beverage milk is. 


On the Fourth it is usual 
to puint the town red with 
fire-works. On theSth it is 
done with court-plaster. 


Buffalo has fifty barmaids, 
and they say there that a 
glass of froth and a smile 
are better than a glass of 
beer. 


“The girl of England 
stands alone,” says an Eng- 
lish writer. Sohv! that 
accounts for her chronic 
habit of crying her eyes out. 


Dion Boucicault discusses 
the decline and fall of the 
press. It hasn’tgot so low, 
old chap, that you don’t 
have to look up to see it. 


A cyclone, according to a 


A CHAPTER FROM 





** Halt! Lam pursued. and we must change clothes. Quick, on your life! It’s Zinc 
toothed Tim, the terror of Hackensack, who makes the demand, so hasten! ” 





FROM JUDGE. 


“Why do the wicked live?” 


A DIME NOVEL. 
asks a_ Lowell minister. 
Well, now, if we didn’t have 
a Democratic party the other 
would be so intolerant that 
nobody could get along 
with it. 


A Chicago man’ offers 
$220 for a cat with blue 
eyes. That is to say, he 
wants a blonde cat—and as 
the blondes are the best 
kind it isa pity that there 
never was one and never 
will be. 














Babies are the most un- 
certain things! Leave a 
baby on a wide bed and go 
off to visit a neighbor, and 
in half an hour that child 
will have drowned itself in 
a cistern on the next block. 


One Winchester of Mid- 
dletown, N. T., a pregcher, 
says history will write the 
name of McGlynn above 
those of Washington, Lin- 








scientist, is not c’rcular, but 
oval-shaped. We don’t know how that may be, but it is gener- 
ally ovally destructive. 


A poetess says the world has outlived its passion. Poor old 
girl! She must be old enough to have served as the nurse of 
General Washington. 


There has long beena very serious jealousy between Albany and 
Troy, «n:las often as the woman perishes there is another right 
at hand to fill the vacancy. 


It is said to be a whim of New York girls to practice smiling 
before a looking-glass. Now we do not believe it. For instance, 
itis nota whim. It is a vanity. 





A WAY-BACK TRADE. 
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UNcLE StLas—‘‘1 paid yer five dollars fer that dog, didn’t 1?” 
Uxcie Ezra -“ Yep.” 

UNCLE SILAs —‘*’r. yew said he was a fustrate coon dog, didn’t yer?” 
Uncie Ezra “Yep.” 


Uxcie Sitas—‘** Well, I hea nim out las’ night an’ he didn’t do nothin’ but lie 


down an’ go ter s'ee 


UNCLE Ezra—‘“ 








” 
het's all right; he don’t like ther coons ’till they’re b’iled.” 


coln and Grant. The soda 
water of the rural districts is getting more powerful year by 
year. 


It is great wisdom in a lady philosopher to say that no woman 
should earn her own living by outside work after her marriage. 
The man who will let her do it is just lazy and mean enough to 
insist, when he discovers her capacity in that line, that she shall 
earn his living, too—and in nine out of ten cases the poor little 
fool will do it. 


Mrs. Langtry says she doesn’t propose to get a divorce; and for 
our part, if Mr. Langtry comes here we shall insist on using the 
new cruisers to shoot him back again. 


We must say after having read many graduating essays by the 
graduating girls, that the dresses by which the girls were sur- 
rounded were unusually able, graceful and fascinating. 
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FARMER HAYsEED—‘‘ Well, yer kin talk about woman suffrage all yer 
want to, an’ givin’ them the right to the ballot, but dang me if I ever saw 
my wile an’ daughter goin’ ’round in a lace collar and a pair of slippers 


I'd give them all the woman suffrage they wanted.” 
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- PRISONER—‘* But do you think they will hang me ?” 


GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


COMES HIGH. CHEERING. ; A THOUGHTFUL BUT INDIS- 
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CREET WIFE. 
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CouN-EL —‘*‘ Let them do it, if they dare. It would be the a 


best thing that could happen for our side—we could recover 


‘**Jones must be a very dear friend of yours.” heavy damages.” 


TRAMP—*‘ Well, now, I'm playing in 


‘““Ya-as, he does come pretty high; just lent (The prisoner seems to understand the damages that would = Pil just step inside and take 
him a twenty.” ensue, but thinks recovery doubtful.) a bite. 





THE BALLAD OF HANNAH WADMULLIGAN. 


Oh, papa was cruel as papa could be: 

With his fair daughter Hannah he could not agree 
On the subject oflove. With more vigor than grace 
He denied Jasper Jacobs access to the place. 













Tween father Wadmulligan. haughty and wise, 

And sly little Cupid, though sightless his eyes, 

A war waged most rabid as time onward sped. 

Let us find out, dear reader, which came out 
ahead. 


Stray rumors that Jasper had quitted the strand 
Sent the much-relieved father adrift in dreamland 
One dark winter night. Then Jasper appeared 
And the window of Hannah Wadmulligan neared. 


\y2 He called on his loved one, the pearl of his heart, 
{j,,. Whispering, ‘* Fly to my arms, love, and let us-de- 
; part” 
. But before she swung off (for we know that she 
, durst), 
'< She said, *‘Let me throw you my baggage, dear, 
first.” 


The strong arms of Jasper were raised ’tward the 


sky. 
To catch the soft bundle he'd eagerly try ; 
But alack! and alas! with a deadening kerchunk 
There lit on poor Jasper a well-laden trunk. 


A wrecked Saratoga. two hands and two feet 
Were seen the next morn pinioned fast in the sleet: 
And prone in her bedroom our sad song to curtail) 
Lay Hannah Wadinulligan, dead as a door nail. 
IONE L, JONES. 


The popular fad 
now with our soci- 
ety girl is to em- 
broider her own 
stockings, but the 
popular fad doesn’t 
stop there; it goes 
right out into the 
street, defies civili- 
zation and the po- 
» lice, and displays 
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OD en SNe mA the fruits of its in- 
cae ta ies RS Va dustry to the critical 
omar eae ee eye of a sympathet- 


ic public. 
“Keep your mouth shut)” exclaims a St. Louis editor to 


Henry Watterson. That 1s the most cruel of all sugges- 
tions. If the st. Louis man were to do that he would die 










Judge Gray of Ar- A POLITICIAN’S THREE STAGES. 
kansas was putting on 
his clothes to be mar- 
ried when he sudden- 
ly put his hand to his 
side, called for water 
and immediately died. 
He might have known 
better. What on earth 
did he want to call for 
water for? 
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The talk of a statue 
to Mr. Cleveland re- 
minds us of that soul 
stirring sentiment, 
“Public office is a 
public bust.” 








Fullness under the eyes denotes language. When the fullness 
is large and discolored and hurts, this denotes that the man has 
been using too much of it. 


THE McSHTEW COLLECTION. 
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. ft . BROTHER OF THE DECEASED—‘' It's me that’s bin app’inted exicitoor av th’ eshtate, 
of thirst in about ten minutes. an’ I’ve sint carruds all t’roo th’ fourt’ ward fer th’ sale.” 
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GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


AT THE CHOWDER CLUB BALL. 





‘‘ Liff me a little, Mistah Willyums—liff me! Yo’ yaint turned ’round mo’ en free times sence we kem on de flooah !” 


CHANCE TO SUPPLY A FELT WANT. 
“1 see by a New York paper, Oscar,” said Mrs. Wilde, “that 
the demand for flats in that city is very great.” 
“Well?” queried Oscar. 
“Oh, nothing; but if you go to New York, dear, you must 
take me with you” 





An Ohio scientist says the earth’s crust is held up by natural 
gas, and anybody who has talked with J. Amoy Knox knows to 
a certainty that that’s what keeps the sky in position. 


‘SUPPORT ASSURED. 
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Scroccins—* Well, old boy, are you making a good living now ?” 
WIGGLER—* Oh, yes; my wife’s still on the stage.” 


HE FEARED THE RESULT. 


Horse dealer-—“‘ Yes, that’s a good hoss. He’s got only one 
trick that I’m afraid he’ll never be cured of.” 

Prospective purchaser—“ What’s that?” 

Horse dealer—* Well, you see he sorter likes to take ahold of a 
person by the pants and hold ’em up. But you needn’t be 
alarmed, he never does any damage.” 

Prospective purchaser—“ Yes, but you see I’m away from home 
a good deal, and my wife generally attends to the horse.” 








A lady in Peloskey, Mich., put phosphorus on her bunion the 
other night, and in consequence the local fire department turned 
out, thinking the chimney on fire. 


THEATRICAL POSTER OF THE DAY. 








**Jim the Penman.” 










ACCOMMODATING. 
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DEACON —“* It pains me, Mr. Boggs, to see you coming out of a bar-room.” 
Boccs—‘‘ All right, deacon! Anything to save your feelin’s. [ll go right 
in again.” 


UNLIMITED CAPITAL NECESSARY. 

“ Yes,” said the young man, “ my ambition in life is to get rich, 
to roll in wealth; nothing but an unlimited bank account will 
ever satisfy the cravings of my soul.” 

“And what will you do with all your wealth?” he was asked. 

“T will take it to the Hoffman House art gallery and buy a 
drink.” 


A FINE PAINTING. 
Friend (to young artist)—‘‘ By Jove, Charley, that’s a glorious 
painting! What is it, a sunset?” 
Young artist (faintly) —‘‘ No, it’s a sunrise.” 


SECOND TO 
NONE. 


‘“T notice,” 
remarked an 
Englishman 
who was visit- 
ing the coun- 
try, “that your 
aristocracy 
don’t haveany 
divorce cases 
that can com- 
pare with 
those in the 
old country.” 

“No,” re- 
plied the 
Yankee: “I 
guess the only 
time we can 
get ahead of 
you in that re- 
spect is when 
one of our 
ministers is «/ 
involved.” 
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could , easily 
mention the 
greatest Ame- 
rican novelist, 
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we agg Comet baskets of fish.” 
ATignie ‘*I don’t see any meracle about dat.” 
D. Howells. y 


**Oh, de meracle am, dey all didn’t bust.” 








GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 
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‘‘ What wuz de tex’ dis mornin’, Mister Johnson? 1 wuz too late.” 
‘*It wuz about de meracles, Brother Snow. Whar de Lor’ fed seven people on five 






TO BE, OR NOT TO BE. 





“‘ Lawrence, shall we throw ourselves upon her, seize the growler and 
retire to some secluded nook and enjoy ourselves as men, or how?” 

‘Nay, Marcellus ; she is a female and entitled to every consideration at 
our hands. Let’s offer to purchase the contents of the growler; then, if she 
refuses, your idea will be worth considering.” 


SOME CANDID JUDGMENT. 


Briggs—“ Tompkins has been talking about you.’ 

“He has? The idiotic old liar! What did he say?” 

“Why, he said you were the best looking man in the block.” 

“Wh— O, I see! Well, you know, Mr. Tompkins was always 
conceded to have a great deal of taste.” 





Ives, that great man, still reminds us 
We can make our lives sublime, 

And, departing, leave behind us 
Wrecks to strew the sands of time. 


NO FAVORS ALLOWED. 


Congressman (in sleeping-car)—*“ Porter, 
will you bring me a glass of water?” 


Porter—“ ’Gainst interstate commerce 
rules, sah.” 


BY A CHEESE-PRESS REPRESENTA- 
TIVE. 


You must never mix your music with your beer. 
*Tis the modern sage that speaketh, 
All the older wisdom leaketh. 
Mix your whiskies and your wines, 
Your theologies, your lines, 
Your sociologies, biologies, 
Sciologies, psychologies, 
Your isms and your theories, 
if Your higher drinks, your beeiries, 
/ if But never muse your mixture with your beer. 
hii 
A Lh 
4. Tip 
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You must never mixture lager with the band. 
Hide the music in the attic ; 
It’s immoral, it’s erratic. 
Mix your words and freely drink, 
Fuse ideas as you think, 
Pass the bowl from eve till late— 
That can ne’er intoxicate ; 


\\e But muse no fusic with the deleterious ban . 
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| ) You must never beer your music with the mix 
It is tolerable and good 
That a legislator should 
Law against the harmony 
’Twixt the drinks and melody. 
He must take his separate— 
Then they ne’er intoxicate. 
You must never muse your beering with the mix. 
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WITH HIS BOOTS ON. 


Apparently it is a matter of trifling con- 
cern to the average cowboy when he goes 
“over the range,” so long as he isn’t caught 
bare-footed at the last call. As a matter of 
fact, personal bravery demands no higher 
premium among the sons of the herd and 
prairie than to be brought to the long halt 
booted and spurred. It is noteworthy that 
cowboys entertain a contempt for formal 
~ funerals. A round of cartridges (just for 
fun), and a coroner (just for convenience), 

: that’s the formula. I rather like it. Its 
business. No expostulation, you know. If a cowboy detects 
your weakness in a mild and friendly game of poker, there is a 





IT WENT. 
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Mistress—‘‘ Didn’t the alarm clock go off?” 

BripcetT—‘*‘It must have wint off, mum, for I can’t foind it this mornin’. 

Mis! REss—** Why, what did you do with it ?” 

Bripcer—‘‘I jist laid it on the shed in the back yard, mum, so that it 
wouldn’t annoy me.’ 


fresh deal and no words about it, and you’ve got to be a hustler 
to cover his lead. © 
The result is an immediate understanding ; and (presumably) 
you don’t play poker any more. 
The cowboy is warm natured. If he perceives indications ot 
, an approaching chill he makes generous 
application of acknowledged restoratives. 
Philosophy has denominated some cures 
worse than the disease. This feature or 
the cowboy’s favorite restorative has been 
cheerfully acknowledged. But in no event 
dues he remove his boots. Sometimes he 
is changed, in the twinkling of an eye, from 
’ \ a cowboy to a cow angel. 
Hereditary tendencies among cowboys 
\ en il are Paes However great the respect- 
ful alliance may have been between the past 
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A HOPELESS CONTEST. 





OLD FATHER TIME—*‘ You can’t get the best of me, and might as well sur- 
render unconditionally and gracefully.” 


generation and the perennial mule, the 
latter draws the line on new acquaint- 
ances The death angel may, for years, iy 
be too busy to give proper attention to 
some roving herder of the plains; but. ®) 
the sad-eyed offspring of Bualaam’s 
“heeler’ always stands in the gap. 
And, if any bragging lariat-hurler wants 
to jump right into eternity (with his 
boots on), backed by the most 
irresistible ‘good luck,” he 
knows just how he can be ac- 
commodated. But the relent- 
‘less scythe swinger of Adamite 
origin dances attendance at a 
4 purely busi- 
ness con- 
clave when 
the aspirant 
for a * boot- 
ed” transi- 
- tion has 
very little to say in the premises However 
desperate his chances of a quiet, Christian 
death may have been, it only remains for 
him to prejudice his mind against the prop- 
erty rights of some neighbor on the live- 
stock question, and to act vigorously upon 
that prejudice, to be a silent witness of the 
matchless glory of “ Death i in ental 








HE MISUNDERSTOOD. 


Farmer —‘‘ And what is your brother Frank doing now?” 
City visitor —“He’s paying a good deal of attention to his etching.” 
Farmer— Um. et is he at fe for it?” 


ON THE ROOF; OR A MIDSUMMER NIGHT IDYL. 


‘es 


"i 
i] 





BROGAN “Hand me wan o’ thim bhricks, Jerry; me head’s a thrifle low.’ 












MR. GRAP’S PHI- 


LOSOPHY. 


Jes arter er boy gits 
outer college he kan’t 
hardly realize that any- 
body ’sides him ever 
did git er diplomer. 

I never see but one 
woman as was able to 
keep er secret. She 
was deaf an’ dumb an’ 
hedn’t learnt how to 
write. 

It’s my idee thet ef 
yer happen to hev er 
child or er dog thet 
takes to strangers, 
‘taint hardly worth 
while raisin’ it. 

I don’t take no stock 
in er young man thet’s 
allers whistlin’ hymn 
tunes. Like es not he’s 
fizgerin’ out the com- 
bination of the safe. 

Times ain't never 
bin so hard as they be 
jest now, an’ thet has 
bin the case jest as fur 
back es history kin 
recollec’. 

When er man ‘lows 
thet he’s got to meet 
er couple o’ friends in 
er saloon you kin gam- 
ble onto it thet them 
friends is named Tom 
an’ Jerry. 

Ef I ever run across 
er youngish parson 
thet haint got a idee 
thet the most o’ the 
women in the congre- 


gation is in luv with him, I'll hire him 


off-hand. 


GOOD THINGS FROM 


PLAIN SPEAKING. 





not for my wealth!” 
Hr—‘: Be assured, my dear, I have an utter disdain for money; if you were once mine ’d— 
spend your money ‘right and left.’” 


Some say that love is blind, and I 


Would add that luve is deaf also. 


‘marriage. By the ti 





WITH ALL HER FAULTS I LOVE HER 
STILL. " 
It’s true she writes a scrawley hand, 
Puts in two **ts’”’ where one would do, 
And spells ‘‘ dog” with an extra “‘ ¢”; 
But not a girl in this wide land 
Is half so dear, and very few 
One-tenth as sweet as she to me. 


Dear thing! she sometimes says ‘‘I seen,” 
‘*They was,” ‘I's not,” or ‘*So be you”; 
‘‘They's good ”—harsh 


‘¢ Them’s yours,” 
to my ears; 


But she is still my lovely queen, 
Whose heart-beats are to mine most true, 
And will be yet for many years. 










ETHELBERT—*‘ i keiched him running at large, Gwendoline, an'I kin git 
fifty cents fer him to th’dog pound. Wait here and we'll hev some ice cream.” 


Though grammarless and spelling bac, 
My love is handsome, sweet and shy. 
The secret of our love you’d know ? 


southern outrage, no 
She’s only five and I’m her dad 


of destruction. 





teens and yet has refused thirty offers of 


twenty-five she will be looked upon as a 





47 





DIDN’T STICK AT 
TRIFLES. 


In a police court. 
A woman of thirty, 
with fiery red hair and 
a general “ been-out- 
all-night” appearance, 
was called up as a 
witness. 

“Are you married, 
madame?” asked the 
magistrate. 

“Oh, as to that, I 
will leave the matter 
entirely to the court.” 










































TOO CLOSELY RE- 
LATED. 

Said a worthy gen- 
tleman to one of his 
friends: 

* IT wish you would 
try and make my son 
see the error of his 
conduct.” 

‘** But why don’t you 
do it yourself?” 

Well, you see, being 
his father, I have but 
little influence over 
him.” 

RECENT DECISION. 

The expression ‘‘I 
pass” in playing 
euchre is reprehensi- 
ble since the enact- 
ment of the anti-pass 
law. You must say 
you commute. 


Miss Olivia Cobb, 
the belle of Athens, 
Ga., is just out of her 


me that young lady is 


t to say the very besom 





TOO YOUNG TO UNDERSTAND. 

‘Say, ma,” whispered a little girl in 
a railway train, “look at those two deaf 
mutes over there,” and she pointed toa 
lady and geatleman in the next seat who 
had not exchanged a word for over an 
hour. 

‘*Hush, my dear,” counseled the 
mother; “they are not deaf and dumb 
people—they are husband and wife.” 


. 


it is a curious fact 


they want to smoke. 


A society woman 
deal for what there i 





EXPECTATIONS FRUSTRATED. 
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The “T scream ” served. 


There is a man in Chicago who makes 
it his business to straighten bow legs, and 


custom comes from women. 
will please put that in their pipes when 
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that nine-tenths of his 
Scientists 


’s dress costs a great 
s of it. 
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HE BOUGHT IT. 


GERMAN ART IMPORTER—“ Now dere is a Creechen garten scene dat 
Hans Markart painted for me on order last mondth.” 
CHICAGO CONNOISSEUR—‘‘ I thought he was dead.” 
IMPORTER—‘‘So he is, and you can yust imagine how much more tifficult 
it is for him to paint now. You can haf it for fife tousand. His next vill 


be ten ’’—— 


THE PRACTICAL SIDE. 
‘*You should try to conquer this taste for strong drink,” said a 


temperance advocate to a tramp. 


“It will bring you to a bad end, 


and the saddest thing in this world is for a man to die poor.” 


*‘Come off!” irreverently replied the hardened sinner; ‘‘that 


ain’t half as bad as to live poor.” 


THIS WAS TOO MUCH. 
Mrs. O’Cash of New York—* Lionel, you are paying altogether 
too much attention to that Miss Hummer of Cincinnati. It would from New York, are ye? 


displease both your father and me 
exceedingly if the contingency 
arose which should result in unit- 
ing eligible corner lots in Harlem 
to mere lard and bacon.” 

Lionel—* Mother, you do the 
young lady an injustice. Her 
father is one of Cincinnati's most 
respected bankers.” 

Mrs, O'Cash (pawing the air for 
her viniagrette)—“ Great heavens, 
Lionel! what are you thinking 
of? 1 command you to cut short 
your relations with the—the— 
person immediately.” 


FROM OUR FRIEND THE 
ENEMY. 


“Some of the best men in the 
country are journalists,” says the 
Woman's Journal. Thanks, dear. 
It is a long time since we have 
met anything so strikingly cor- 
roborative of our own views. 





Noting that a woman’s life wus 
recently saved by the woman’s 
bustle, the Cincinnati Graphic- 
News says, “We never believed in 
bustles before.” Well, if she wore 
it that way she must be a very 
curious woman, that's all. 


The violinist is always up to 
his chin in business. 


A NARROW ESCAPE. 
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A SUGGESTIVE HINT. 





BAR-ROOM LOAFER—‘*‘ No, thanks. 
sworn off.” 

GENTLEMAN CUSTOMER—*‘ Why, confound it! I didn’t ask you to drink 
with me.” 

BAR-ROOM LOAFER—‘‘I know; but if you did I'd be tempted ter break 
me oath, by gosh I would!” 


" 


Ihave a pledge in my pocket. I’ve 











yy 








SLIMKINS —‘‘ Il understand you are going to get married.” ; 

De Jones—‘ Yes, toa most charming girl; Miss Marie Mimosa.” 

SLIMKINS—‘‘Mimosa! Why that’s the young woman who just won 
$1,500 of me for damages in a breach of promise suit.” 

De Jonges—‘‘Guess you're right. I know she said she expected that 


amount from a relative she lost lately.” 





IT WAS CRUEL WIT. 

A man on a railroad train said to a fellow-traveler from Horse- 
shoe Corners, “ Well, that is one of the places I never heard of.” 
“Hah!” was the reply, in an extremely sarcastic tone, ‘‘ you’re 
Well, that is one of the places I never 


heard of.” This was twenty 
years ago, and ever since the 
story has been regularly told at 
the Horseshoe Corners grocery, 
in a cold, freezing tone of em- 
phasis, as the best specimen of 
biting sarcasm ever known. 


The result of the coal strike 
leads me to b’lieve that a walkin’ 
delegate gathers no moss, an’ 
that a job in the hand is wuth 
twoin the control of the central 
committee. 


MADE ONE HOME RUN. 

‘How many runs did you 
make to-day, Jimmy?” asked a 
boy of a member of the New 
York club-breakers. 

‘* Forty-four.” 

“Any home runs?” 

“One; me mudder got there in 
de fif’ innings.” 


HIS LITTLE JOKE. 

“Say, pa,” said little Johnny, 
“why is a gambler always think- 
ing of the day of judgment?” 

“You get right up to bed!” 
cried old Brown, hunting around 
for his chesnut bell. 

“Because,” yelled Johnny, 
dodging his sister’s new doll, ‘‘ he 
is always waiting for the last 
trump.” 


“T see, 





» Dey yain *t a gemman on de groun’ das perlite ’nough ter gib 
me a swing.’ 
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Mr. Fogarty lost his position all along av a change in his views, 

So he tuk the advice av physicians and sould his shop to the 
McCues. 

For he bouldly explained his intintion to settle out west with- 
out fail, 

And the goods wor too many to mintion, offered at auction sale. 

There were carpets and lounges and tables, and bed-quilts and 
spreads be the bale ; 

Ould harness and ropes in ‘the stables, at Fogarty’s auction sale. 


Faix, the shtoyle he put on was inspirin’ wid his catalogues, 
clerks and his lists, 

And an auctioneer worth your admirin’ wid a big wooden maul 
in his fists ; 

‘Twas a proud day in Shantytown, mind you, whin that auc- 
tioneer wagged his ould jaw, 

And all the best men I could find you wor there wid the cash in 
their paw. 

There wor Dempseys and Hogans and Farrells, there wor Scul- 
lys and Rourkes quite a dale, 

Wid Coogans and Dorans and Carrolls, wid the Murphys at 
Fogarty’s sale. 


The sale wint on like a party, wid nothin’ our pleasure to mar, 
And the chaffin’ and biddin’ were hearty, and we aich tuk a drink 


and cigar. 
But the goat and the wheelbarrow waited till all the light goods 
had their fling, 


Thin Fogarty kem ’round and trated, and lugged the goat out 
wid a string. 

There was biddin’ and shoutin’ and chaffin’, musha, and the auc- 
tioneer pale, 

There was crowdin’ and rushin’ and laughin’ over Fogarty’s goat 
at the sale. 


Big Dempsey he said that the Carrolls would starve the poor goat 
in a wake; 

Tim Murphy he started the Farrells when he said they wor too 
drunk to sphake. 

Thin the goat wint up to four dollars, some pulled at his horns 
and his tail, 

And the rest had the men by their collars, and I think that con- 
cluded the sale. 

There was shtrikin’ and jumpin’ and jawin’, and hair was pulled 
out by the bale, 

There was snatchin’ and thumpin’ and clawin’ to enhance Mr. 
Fogarty’s sale. 


Some one knocked in the heads of the barrels and split the best table in two, 
And the organ jist bought by the Carrolls into kindlin’ wood rapidly flew. 


Bedad, 


*twas the swatest confusion! ivery man tuk his place on the deck, 


Mr. Fogarty got a contusion, and the wheelbarrow hung round his neck. 
It was rumble and tumble and rattle, wid the furnitoor tossed i in the gale, 
But when Fogarty lived through the battle he’d the cash for his big auction sale. 


OLD PROFESSOR, 





A LONG-FELT WANT. 


” remarked Terwilliger, ‘‘that the dress reformers are trying to 
invent a coat that will distinguish the gentleman from the waiter.” 


‘*T wish,” said 
old Moneybags, 
thinking of his 
marriageable 
daughters, ‘‘that 
they would get 
up something 
that would make 
a sentimental / 
girl know the dif- | 
ference between |. 
a coachman 
and a foreign 
count.” 


Governor Hill’: 
idea that there 
ought to be a 
patent milker 
fills a long-felt 


IN FRONT OF THAT DECEPTIVE MIRROR 


) 10 THE} i 
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“Why, of course I do,” 
perhaps I had better take just another piece of that 
mince pie.” 
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AT THE EDEN MUSEE. 














TOUCHY VISITOR—‘‘ “Ww ho ’re you staring at, you lop- 


eared, slab-sided Turk? If I 


looked like you I'd go 
drown myself.” 


— 


IN ANOTHER LIGHT. 


‘* My dear,” said a pious mother to her young 
hopeful, “1 trust you have taken to heart the 
great moral lesson this day teaches. Have 
you done your best to fulfill the duties re- 
quired of you?” 

‘*Yes,ma,” wasthereply ; “I’vejust finished 
the mince pie.” 


GUARDING AGAINST CONTINGENCIES. 

‘“‘’ve hung up my two stockings,” said a 
little girl as she kissed her mother good night. 

* Are you afraid that one wouldn’t hold the 
doll that Santa Claus is going to bring you?” 
asked her mother in a sly way. 

“It isn’t that, ma,” slowly said the little 
reasoner ; ‘‘but I thought perhaps I may have 
twins this year.” 


SHE HAD HER DOUBLE. 


“TI must save a piece of this wedding cake 
to put under my pillow to-night,” said Cora in 
a confidential tone. “I want to see if I’m 
really going to marry Mr. Merritt.” 

“And do you honestly believe that will 
make you dream of your future husband?” 
asked the more skeptical Mamie. 


was the reply. ‘“ However, 


When a woman makes up her mind, there isn’t a 
rain-drop that doesn’t add cisterns to the overflow of 
her conviction. 
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pail. ‘*Hol’on dah! Doan’ be ser tare’bic: sudden, Mistah Luttiey ” 
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Mr. McCSWILLIGHAN (fo his wife)—*‘ Faith, that’s the foinest refriggerater yez 
eyes on, me dear. It’s so cold that they warrint it foire proof.” 


*‘ Dem sbeakers at 
Shickering Hall for 
der segular relitchus 
/ liberty society, dem 
} saidt dot ve peen slaves to 

y der draditions unt humpugs 

/ of der bast. Dot's all right. 
Dot's der deefrance between 

a shackass untamans. A 

shackass aind got no draditions unt humpugs. Uf he got oats 
unt blenty uf oldt crockery crates unt proons he vas gontented.” 

No one made answer. Bimby Hofensack sat braced in a 
corner with his wooden leg unrshipped and lying across a chair. 
Mike Swartz had an empty beer mug on the table before him and 
was wiping the table with his empty sleeve and occasionally 
looking up at the clock with an anxious gaze. On the edge of 
the box of sand where the coal-stove stood, glowing like another 
light-house on a sandy coast, stood Johnny the newsboy. It 
snowed outside and his papers were wet. He had several left. 
It was Christmas eve and Johnny looked sad, for trade was very 
poor. Strauss pulled at his pipe, then resumed: 

“Uf you gif up all dem humpugs dot Pob Ingersoll spraken 
aboud you loose alretty some fine dings. Vot you dink apoud 
Christmas unt Santa Claus, Chonny ?” 

“We used ter {ro in strong fer that kind of racket, Strauss. It 
was nice fer the kids before the old man skipped and mother got 
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iver laid 


the cough. The kids used ter hang up their stockings. 
It was jolly, but I'll bet yer they kin empty ’em with- 
out a derrick dis year,” and Johnny looked sadly at his 
papers and coughed hoarsely. Johnny was in a sad 
state for Winter. His toes were visible through a large 
pair of worn-out boots. His trousers were drawn up so 
strenuously by one prominent suspender that he looked 
as though he were in process of splitting by a buzz saw. 
He had that precocious look of anxiety found on juve- 
nile faces only in the metropolis, and which are the logical 
explanation of the low life rates of the great insurance 
companies. 

“Proberly, Chonny, you vas a ognastic apoud Santa 
Claus,” and Strauss looked sheepishly at the ceiling. 

“TI never seed him, and I don’t care wot you er any- 
one else thinks. Dat’s fer little kids. I notice if they is 
any Santa Claus he has his beat like a perleece, fer he 
ain’t been my way fer two years,” and Johnny smiled 
scornfully. 

“Santa Claus vas goin’ to holdt a reception unt a 
select barty under der auspices off Looweesa Strauss unt 
der shildren after I close dersaloon. Swartz unt Hofen- 
sack unt Chonny Connolly vas invited,” and Strauss 
commenced to let down the curtains and lock up. The 
two veterans smiled like the liege subjects they were, 
and Johnny laid his papers on the bar and waited fur- 
ther developments. The rotund form of the immortal 
German bard disappeared through the green baize door 
into the inner sanctuary of the dwelling. In about ten 
minutes the door was thrown open and the trio of can- 
didates for further light in the mysteries of Christmas 
were ushered into a real blaze of glory. A Christmas 
tree of green spruce touched the ceiling and was all 
aflame with tiny wax candles, which brought into prom- 
inence a score of glittering and gorgeous gifts. Lowee- 
sa and the three smiling children satin arow. ‘The in- 
vited guests found seats around the room, and were 
scarcely seated when Santa Claus entered by the way of 
the back door. A shout of joy went up from the chil- 
dren. Johnny noted the fact that the patron saint of Christmas 
was short and fat, and wore a long white cotton beard anda 
wig of white excelsior surmounted by a fur cap. His garb was 
a large ulster of buffalo skin, and on his feet he wore rubber 
boots. Santa Claus spoke as follows: 

“Mine frients, I velcome you to dese breparations for der due 
obserfance off a habby day.” 

“Santa Claus is Dutcher nor noodle soup, that’s what,” said 


NO FOOL OF A BOY. 
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CHARLEY—‘ Papa, am I an idiot ?” 

Para—‘* Why, no, my child; why do you ask ?” 

CHARLEY—‘‘ Because when I wouldn't do what mamma wanted me to do 
this morning she said there was no mind in me.” 











Johnny to_ himself. 

“T shall recite youa 
leedle broverb song vas 
called 


A LAUGH VOS BEDDER AS A 
GROAN. 
Ven on der sdreet I valks 
at night, 
I nodis on each house I 
pass 
Dercurtained vindows safes 
der light 
Fon shining outside mit 
der glass. 
But fon some vindows light 
vas shined 
Along der grooked pave- 
ment stones 
Dot seems to said to all 
mankind, 
* Von laugh is vort a hun- 
dert groans.” 


Unt so some fellows dot I 
meet, 
Dem alvays got der cur- 
tain down ; 
Dey sheds no lamplight on 
der sdreet, 
But meets der public mit jf) ||’ 
a frown. | 
Dot's alvays shady vere 
dey valk, 
Dot makes nooralgy in 
der bones, 
Unt py mineselt I shtop unt 
talk, 
‘A laugh is vort a hun 
dert groans.” es 


You got hot boxes on der 
cars 
3ecause dat oil vas gettin’ 
low, 
Unt cruel vorts vus makin’ 
scars 
Vile shmiles vould made 
their faces glow. 
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A COLORED ARGUMENT. - When the clumping 


Pe of the wooden leg had 
a Hf ceased, he said: 
ie. Bas08_ Aig, NY | | , , “RF Ch rc 
f (ma | it Poe or Chonny Con- 
fi a! gc Hh} ff if, 2, nolly, a journalist dot 


has peen alvays on 
handt mit der noosepa- 
pers, unt vas villing to 
read der bapers to his 
frients, I got a new 
pair of poots.” 

Applause from all 
hands. 

“For Mike Swartz, 
dot plows his arm off 
mit a shell at der sharge 
on der Vilderness, I got 
dis elegant shmoke- 
pipe unt a halluf a 
pound tobacco.” 

Excited applause fol- 
lowed by the one-sided 
approach of Mr. Swartz. 

“For Wilhelm 
Strauss, chunior, who 
likes his pooks unt 
meppe vill make boetry 
like his fader, but he 
might do verse, I got 
dis shlate unt book.” 

No applause. 

“Unt dis new shled 
dot turns oop bote vays 
unt peats der vorldt 
for pelly gutters.” 

Loud and continued 
applause. 

“For Chonny Con- 
sate nolly, der shentlemanly 


Dey saidt der shtars got Y. M. C. A. oOFFICIAL—‘‘No colored man is admitied here ” agent for der ee 
alvays vhirled COLORED APPLICANT —-‘* But my soul may be as white as yours.” pers, dis new suit of 
By dose addractions dot Y. M. C. A. oFFIcIAL—“ Yes, no doubt; but we object to the binding.” clothes.” 


dey owns, 
In any market in der vorldt 
‘A laugh vas vort a hundert groans.” 


Uf I goes oudside on der sdtreet 

Unt groans yoost like a,shackass bray, 
Den effery fellow dot I meet 

Shtop oop his cars unt runs avay. 
But uf I got some leedle choke 

Dem fellows laughs unt shakes deir bones, 


THE DEACON’S OPINION. 





‘*T am of de impression dat de daily papahs 
would do de public mo’ good if dey would pub- 
lish de hen house districts ’stead o’ dose war 
maps.” 


Py chimi h aisles A strange silence. 
y chiminy, you hear me shpoke! “on oe ee eee . ur . 
“A laugh vas vort a hundert groans.” For der leedle kids dot lif mit Chonny Connolly, 


Der piggest fool vas efer porn 
He got a shance to make folks cry, 
IIe needn’t vent to school to learn 
Nor vait oxperiments to try. 
For drouble dat vas alvays roundt 
Unt nefer sdrikes in all dese years, 
Unt dis, mine frient, you alvays found 
‘*A shmile vas vort a hundert tears.” 


ANOTHER UNFORTUNATE. 


A tousand years ago some mans 

He somedings done dot makes men veep, 
Unt efer since folks got a shance 

Dey curse der blace dot fellow shleep. 
Anunder fellow somedings said, 

So funny dot der whole vorldt gain 
A tousand years since he goes tead 

Dot choke vas in der bapers peen. 





Der vorldt vas shmile in May unt June, 
She laughs out louder in July; 

September makes her shange her tune, 
Unt in November she vill cry. 

But Christmas comes, unt Christmas cheer 
Mit chey dot for der bast atones, 

Unt mit dis broverb bounds der year, 
‘*Von laugh is vort a hundert groans.” 


The round of applause which fol- 
lowed the poem was accented in an 
alarming manner by the thumps of 
Hofensack’s wooden leg. After the 
manner of public speakers at ‘Shick- 
ering Hall,” Santa Claus warned the 
audience to confine their approba- 
tion to clapping of hands, and said: 

“T shall now broceed to execute 
der broceedings uf der brogramme. 
I hafe here a shplendid new silk 
dress unt a red barasol for Mrs. 
Loweesa Strauss.” 

A delighted cry went up and the 
smiling St. Nicholas went on: 

“For Bimby Hofensack, a feteran 
of der late war unt a sound boliti- P ; h sh 
cian, I hafe a Cherman silfer-blated FARMER—“‘ Going to try for a pension, hey? Then you 


: - were in the war?” 
cup described mit all der pattles of Tramp—‘*No; but I had ter read ther war news ter me 


der war.” grandmother an’ injured me eyesight.” 
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Pat—‘‘ Phat’s de mather wid you?” 

MIKE —*: Phat’s de mather wid you ?” 

Pat—‘‘ Well, nuthin’.” 

MIkE—‘‘ Well, dat’s phat’s de mather wid me.”’ 


der manager of der daily press, dis pasket of cakes unt candies 
unt dings too numerous to mention.” 

A sob was heard over in Johnny’s corner. Then a rattle was 
fished out of the pocket of the fur coat for the baby, and a knife 
for the next oldest boy, and a silver thimble for Loweesa. Then 
a package for Johnny the newsboy, said to contain choice gifts 
of groceries for Johnny’s sick mother. When the tree was empty 


ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 
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WirE—* What an entertaining, refined and witty lady Miss Cynic is! Who 
is she ?”’ 


HussaAND—“The person who writes the scathing articles in the Gazette 


about the low morals of ‘ modern society,’ decollete dress, etc.’’ 
WIFE —‘*Oh, the brute! How could they ever admit the horrid wretch in 
good society.” 





FROM JUDGE. 


AN IRISH BRAVE. 
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Mrs. FLYNN —‘*And what would yez do, Moike, if the. British cum and 
bombarded Ny York !” 

Mr. FLYNN —“ Be gobs, I’d join me ould rigiment.” 

Mrs. FLYNN—‘‘And where's the rigiment ?” 

Mr. FLyNN—‘“‘ In Oireland.” 


and Santa Claus was about to dismiss his happy audience, Low- 
eesa said, with a wink to Mike Swartz: 
“Vy you didn’t pring somedings for Wilhelm Strauss, senior?” 
**T pring to der oldt man more as I pring to anyone else here, 


<< unt dot vas der happiest heart on der Bowery street,” and Santa 


Claus ran out of the room. 

In a few minutes Strauss came in with much ado at the front 
door of the saloon, and was duly astonished at the jocund ap- 
pearance of the house. When he saw Johnny’s load of baskets 
and bundles, he said: 

“Vot you dink now, Chonny, apoud dem oldt humpugs unt 
draditions?’ 

“Dey would be more of the folks over on Baxter street believe 
in ’em, Strauss, if they was more big-hearted Dutchman to act 
‘em out,” and Johnny wiped away a grateful tear. 

“Tears vas all blayed oud on such an occasion, Chonny ; you 
must be happy uf you preaks your heart,” and Strauss patted him 
on the back. 

Then up rose the silent Swartz and said, 

“Strauss, bedder you write anunder broverb song dot vill 
read, ‘ Bedder is von tear like dot dan a hundert laughs.’” 

THE OLD PROFESSOR. 





AN OLD GLOVE. 


Fond girl, these tiny slips of kid 

Once your dear, dimpled digits hid, 
And to your elbow pretty 

They climbed without the least alarm; 

Cr was it that they thought your arm 
The fairest in the city ? 


One finger’s gone—the middle right : 
I use it, dear, when I indite 
My rhymes by yellow tapers, 
To shield my finger-nail from ink ; 
How would you fare if you, just think! 
Lived on the comic papers. 


That night! Can I forget that night? 
Again I see the candle-light 
_ And hear the rippling laughter. 
How many plates I passed between 
The openings in that teakwood screen! 
How soon I followed after ! 


i knew you feigned that stern surprise. 
I knew it by your twinkling eyes; 
Besides, you know your chatter 
Fell on a fascinated ear 
That time I bent my lips—my dear, 
I'll never breathe the matter. 


But I’ve grown careless of my loves, 
And am as bad at crossing gloves 
As turning off a sonnet. 
The sight of it just made me grow 
A trifle warm, my dear, and so 
I penned these verses on it. 
DE WITT STERRY. 





THE REWARD OF NOTORIETY. 
“Since my husband was mixed up in that divorce case,” said 
Mrs. Cantwell, “he has made more money by his literary work 
than his ministerial fees amount to.” 
“Indeed!” exclaimed Mrs. Cobwigger. ‘What kind of literary 
work does he do, may I| ask?” 
“Why,” replied the good-man’s better half, ‘‘he writes those 
unsolicited testimonials for soaps and patent medicines.” 
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Nee Me ee rld-|| PERUVIAN BARK, /RON, 
sum LE or : Goonly — AND — 


aay Genera CATALAN WINE 
oe nera ° 
ie It has been used in France for Sequte-ttve years, and exceeds in 
as € ion > years, and ©} cis popu- 
ieouny larity any other French preparation. 


It prevents Malaria, cures Malarial Fevers, tones up the system and in- 
WaATeh {0 vigorates the life. It is sold universally, or by 


aes E. FOUCERA & CO., 


IMPORTERS, 
No. 30 NORTH WILLIAM STREET, NEW YORK. 


Importers, Manufacturers, and Retailers 


IN 4) 


FURS, 


Seal Wraps, Seal Sacques, Muffs, 


Boas, Capes and Trimmings. 



























FALL AND WINTER 


—=WRAPS,— 


Modjeskas, Raglans, Newmarkets, 
English Walking 


JACKETS. 











RUGS. — 






(iuriains, | wend 
COSTUMES, 
Portiares, GA sities 
Draperies, gptymcont-onesy 
Upholsteries 1 Childrens’ 
GOOD r Cloaks, Jackels, 
SMYRNA Few X Dresses, 
FY © N INFANTS’ 
RUGS, : j Bs) i OUTFITS. 





All Articles Guaranteed 1 to be Lower than any other House in the City. 


NOVELTIES —— 














IN 
Passementeries, Iibbons, Laces, Gloves, Bronzes, Bric-a-Brac, Fewelry, Leather 
Goods, ec. &e ‘Handkerchiefs, Merino Underwear, and Flosvery, 
FOR LADIES, GENTS AND CHILDREN. 


FINE MUSLIN AND CAMBRIC UNDERWEAR, CORSETS &c. 


Publishers of KOCH & CO.’S Celebrated FASHION CATALOGUE. No Lady can do without it. Mailed on 
receipt of 6 cents for postage. 


KOCH & CO, 6th Ave, 102, 104, 106 W. 20th Street, 




















































are ae ie PE 


SPR sm at Se ne Ae AeA Aa 5 nee ee 


Aeon 


oe 


a 


RPE eee ani 
: regent 









GOOD THINGS FROM 


SEVERE. 


=! 


— 
= 


ae 
—— 
—— 
_— 
ee 


MATILDA ANN (who has given Fimmy the taffy money to take care of)—‘* Here, you Jim 
Sweeney! come back wid dat cent. Did yer want to sneak off ter Canada wid yer boodle, 
sa-ay ? 

HE HAD TWO RIGHT ARMS. _ 

Father— ‘You say that Jack has a strong right arm to protect you through 
life?” 

Daughter—‘* Two of them, father; two.” 

A HEROIC REMEDY. 

Doctor—* My dear sir, you have too many irons in the fire, and I notice 
distinct symptoms of an incipient brain trouble. You must drop your various 
business cares, which are so weating and conflicting, and confine your atten- 
tion to some one duty, no matter if it takes all your time.” 

Patent—* Think that will brace me up.” 

Doctor —* \t will, most assuredly, if you adhere to it for a month or two.” 

Patient—“ Hannah! bring me my Waterbury watch. I'll wind it.” 
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‘Is this man go-ing to com-mit sui-cide ? ” 

*©On, no; itis only John P. Ham-let, the barn-storm-er, 
trying to skip a ho-tel bill.” 

‘* Why does he not drop his va-lise ?” 

‘*He can’t drop it, my son. It is too light to drop, and 
he is burst-ing his sus-penders in an endeavor to pull it 
down.” 


SUMMER RESORTS. parrel unt ought to write boetry for der noosepapers. Shange 
Hobb’s Corners, because there is no fool-bathing there. der card on dot bair of pandts from 40 inches to 33_ vot der 
Oriskany. because it is away from the deleterious salt sea air. dew fell on unt shrunk last night. Crashus, vot an idea dot 


Coxsackie, because it is near the Hudson, and Schoharie, because vos !” 
it isn’t. 

Buffalo, because it has one of the most charm- 
ing cemeteries in the State. 

Utica, because it is within a thousand miles 
of the Adirondacks, from which, however, it is 
always advisable to stay. 

Watertown, because it is so far away from New 
York, and Amsterdam, because it is so near that 
most charming Summer resort of them all 


AS NEAR AS HE HAD. 
“Have you Rabelais?” asked a lady in a 
bookstore. 
“ No, ma’am,” was the reply, “ but we have the 
stenographer’s report of the Colin Campbell 
divorce case.” 





AN ENTRANCING VISION. 


“ Polosse, coomble-se here. You read in dot 
Bible auf dot Hebrew’s shildrens pcen in der vil- 
derness more ash forty years, unt ain’t got any 
new collodings in all dot time, unt vas come into 
der bromised landt mit der same old coats unt 
pandts vot dey shtart out fon Egypt mit.” 

“Yaw, fader, I read me dot alreaty but vot 
kind of galgulations you make out fon dot?’”’ 

“Polosse, you got no inshtincts for peesness. 
Mine crashus, Polosse! uf I peen in Jericho mit 
dis shtock auf collodings ven dem Hebrews 
comed ofer I could bought der elefated railroad 
from Cyrus Fieldt unt hadt tree tousand tollars 
left to shtart a new shtore in der next town.” 





OUR NEW HELP. 





MIsTREss—‘: Why, Honorah, what are you doing?” 
‘ ; HONORAH —‘‘ Yez see, ma’am, Oi hed a little shpare toime afther bastin’ the duck as yez 
Fader, you got a level headt like a flour-  tould me, an’ Oi t’ought he wud look a bit betther av Oi sewed a few buttons on his brist.” 


UEEN 


INSURANCE COMPANY, 


37 WALL STREET, NEW YORK. 


GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 







NIAGARA 


INSURANCE COMPANY. 





| Losses Pap OVER 


ELEVEN MILLION DOLLARS. 








COMPOSED OF SIMPLE MATERIALS IT IS A MARVEL OF SUCCESSFUL 
COMBINATION. 





HIS powder is composed of simple materials of absolute purity. 

insure clean teeth and sweet breath. 

prevents and arrests decay ; 
anything else. 


Ask for Dr. Bloom’s Tooth Powder, 


and refuse all substitutes warranted to be ‘‘just as good.” The genuine is put up in 
a handsome enameled metal box with sprinkler top, very convenient for use. 


Its daily use will 
It contains an antiseptic that positively 
those who use it once can never be persuaded to use 


Manufactured by THE BLOOM REMEDY C0., 41 Platt St., New York. 





“Efealth for the Teeth and Gums.”’ 


Send for a treatise on the preservation of the teeth, which accompanies each 
bottle, or mailed with bottle of the powder for 25 cents to any part of the world. 





THE MOST RELIABLE 


TRUNKS, BAGS 


ARE MADE BY 


CROUCH & FITZGERALD, 
NEW YORK, 





SOLE MANUFACTURERS OF THE 


Patent Improved Rawhide Trunks. 


STORES: 


| Cortlandt Street—556 Broadway—723 Sixth Avenue, 





HENRY LINDENMEYR, 
PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


ALL KINDS OF PRINTING PAPERS. 
18 & 17 BEEKMAN STREET, N.Y. 
BRANCH WAREHOUSE, 37 E. HOUSTON ST. 





BOLTON DENTAL ASSOCIATION, 


Originators of the Use of Nitrous-Oxide Gas for the 
PAINLESS EXTRACTION OF TEETH. 


We have given the Gas to over 160,000 patients without a single failure 
or accident. See their names on our Scroll. 


| No. 19 COOPER INSTITUTE. 


OFFICE HOURS, 9:00 A. M. TO 5:30 P.M. 








EXTRACTING A SPECIALTY. 





“TH SOHMER PIANO © 





Is a wonderful instrument, and will undoubtedly take the lead throughout 
the musical world. Its principal qualities, which have so excited the 
admiration of musical people, are its strength, richness and fullness of 
tone, possessing a light action, delightfully flexible to the touch, suitable 
for either the Concert Room or Parlor. With these combined qualities, its 
| destiny to become the most popular instrument in the world, is assured, 
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All Wool Felt S168 a Slippers 
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Noiseless, 5 SEH MARK “9 nt Cure 
~Ssore Be | xcessive 
| <a RED e, Perspiration, 
ee THLE RHEUMATISM 
Celebrated | — 
| For Young AeS1; 
| oie ete. Veit Slippers Coldness of 
&.)- == 


the Feet. 





— : _———— == i 
TOILET SLIPPERS. INFANTS’ ALL WOOL FELT 


Made from finest wool, with light 
felt soles. 


BUTTON SHOES. 


Childs’ sizes from 4 to 8. 
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TOURISTS’ SLIPPERS. 
Made from felt % inch in thickness. 
Can be rolled up in very small space. 
Just the thing for traveling, also very 
desirable a bath and bedroom 
slipper. 





MEN'S SHOES. 
Soles of Solid Felt, % to % inch in 
thickness. 


as 


IF YOUR DEALERS DO NOT KEEP THEM, SEND TO US FOR CATALOGUE AND PRICE LIST. 


DANIEL GREEN & CO., 


122 Bast 13th Street, 








New Work. 
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“Little C 


ENOUGH TO START WITH. 
Between dear friends. 

“Do you know that little 
Mrs. B. pretends to be a col- 
lector of antiquities? You 
don’t believe she really has 
any, do you?” 

“Oh, yes—her certificate of 
birth to begin with.” 

A NICE DISTINCTION. 

“Well, Master Tommy, do 
you call that manners, to put 
a piece of cake in your mouth 
and then put it back on the 
plate?” 

“Oh, no, papa! I didn’t bite 
it, I only kissed it.” 

LIFE AND LOVE. 

Found in an Album. 

“If one had to pay to get 
into life. how many would 
want their money back on leav- 
ing it!” 

“In love, two sometimes 
become one; but in friendship 
—never !” 








Flowers are so high-priced 
this Winter that the Boston 
Courter says they can. be en- 
joyed only by condemned 
murderers. 


= a - 


GOOD THINGS FROM JUDGE. 





SCIENCE AND MISCHIEF. 


| 





| 





THE RIGHT ROD. 





Dame—‘“‘Arrah thin, Dinnis, I hear yez haz been fishin’ to-day instead of 
goin’ to school.” 

Son—** Well, Oi didn’t catch nothin, if Oi did.” 

DAME (serene, but decided) ~ ** That’s because yez didn’t hav the roight koind 
o’ rod, Oi suppose. Yez’ll catch somethin’ now wid the rod Oim holdin’, yez 


kin bet!” 


(And he does.) 





harley’s scientific experiment upon his poor old dad’s bald head meets with a sad end. 


A NEW GAG. 


Actor—* How did my gags 
go last night?” 

Manager—“ First-rate. Some 
one sent one to me to-day 
that he would like to have you 
try to-night.” 

Actor—* What is it?” 

Manager—“ A bottle of cod- 
liver oil.” 





It is well enough to flash 
some indignant fire at those 
Canadians and those Mexi- 
cans; but it is a good idea that 
you must never shoot until 
you get your gun loaded. 





The governor of Maryland 
has married a pretty girl. 
Hurrah for the governor of 
Maryland.—Pahiladelphia News. 

Stupid! Hurrah for the 
pretty girl! 





“The Jupce is a lovely fly,” 
says the editor of the Fishing 
Gazette. Thank you, sir— 
thank youkindly. But not too 
fl , not too lovely, you 
know. 
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SMOKE ee lj 
GENUINE ka Legitimidad ; 


CHLESTINO PALACIO (2S HENRY CLAy ___ PORTED 


Movverwvear 
CIGARS. ‘° 
La Rosa | For Sale by All Dealers Cigarettes 


AND ‘THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. RICE PAPER—ROLLED READY FOR USE 





E| Teleg rafo ‘yupA De PENEST ON EB-RTH, 
JULIAN ALVAREZ. 10 CENTS A PACKAGE. 
KEY WEST | HENRY CLAY FACTORY, E:,. BY 


HAVANA, - - - CUBA.) PRI|PENC 
HAVANA CIGARS. — PRUDENCIO RABELL, 


HAVANA, CUBA. 
FERD. HIRSCH, 
Nole Representative for the United States, | CELESTINO PALACIO & 00., 


For Sale by all First-Class Dealers NEW YORK, 








throughout the United States. 2 Burling Slip, - New York. Sole Agents for the United States. 





C. B. GOTTRELL » Sons NEW — DELIVERY TWo REVOLUTION PRESS. 
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© on S) ie 2 
ae | 





THE NEW COTTRELL PRESS.--The Only Printing Press in the Market that Prints and Delivers the Sheets without the use of 
Tapes, Strings, Fly, or any Obstructions of any kind. 





HE above engraving represents our new Front Delivery. This is unquestionably the most important improvement in Printing Machinery that 
has been made in many years. It delivers the sheet, printed-side up, in full view of the pressman; no part of the printed matter being 
touched by anything, thus avoiding all possibility of smut, no matter what the quality or quantity of ink it may be found necessary to carry. In 
addition to this it leaves the front and back of the press free of access at all times; there being no Fly, Tapes, Strings or obstructions of any kind. 
It delivers the sheets at fast or slow speeds equally well, and it does not have to be set for the different size sheets. This improved 
Press is in operation in many of the leading Printing Offices of the Country. We respectfully invite examination ard investigation. 


8 Spruce Street, New York. ) 6, B. COTTRELL & SONS. > 292 Dearborn Street, Chicago. 
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cation, but as an evidence of good faith. 


night | saw him lay down an ace flush. It 
takes a man of nerve to do that.” 


angels. For instance, they needn’t wear any 
clothes but their wings. 
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GAMIN —‘‘ You’re droppin’ somethin’, boss.” 
CITIZEN --** Bless my soul! so I am. I wouldn’t a lost that gas bill for the 
world. The company might have sent me a longer one.” 


During a period of heat you must .abstain 
from everything of a Democratic nature; then 
you'll be all right. 


It is well for ladies in bathing to have some- 
thing around them—not necessarily for publi- 


AN EXHIBITION OF NERVE. 


‘*Do you know if Robinson is a man of 
nerve?” 
‘‘Nerve? I should say so. Why the other 


NO EXCESSIVE WARMTH THERE. Victor 


It is pleasing in this weather to think of the 


AN OBJECT LESSON AT THE PARK 





























lS A Waka, 
Mr. HocAn—*‘‘ Save me, Eileen; thim’s the same koind ov rats Oi seen the 
mornin’ afther Kelly’s christenin’ ! ” 
Mrs. HoGANn —‘‘John, it’s me t’inks the howly mother'll absholut yez from the 
furnichure yez broke.” 


FROM JUDGE. 


LOVE’S GROWTH. 






H, I can’t tell you why or how, 
He isn’t handsome Ill allow, 
BD But still I love him dearly now. 
+ When first we met I turned away, 

I did not like him. People say 

Love oft commences in that way. 






Methought true friendship only stirred 
My bosom, till an unkind word 
Another spoke, I overheard. 


I felt my heart indignant swell, Lo! There he stood. At his behest 

And from my lips these hot words fell: _ I went to him and in his breast 

‘Your story’s false! I know him well.” I hid my face. You know the rest. 
I. L. JONES. 


WARM SYMPATHY. 


‘‘I don’t believe I shall be able to go the grave,” said the be- 
reaved widow ; “the ordeal through which I have passed seems 
to have taken away my strength entirely.” 

‘I can quite understand it,” responded a sympathizing friend, 
“but I would make an effort to doso. The ride will do you 


good.” 


JUST LIKE HIM. 


**A gift from Charlie, papa, see! 

‘Tis queer such an idea should strike him 
To buy this puppy-dog for me!” 

‘* Yes, dear. ’tis queer, but ’tis just like him. ’ 


AUTUMN SPORTS. 










eo ae 
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Beaver hunting. 





THAT SETTLED IT. 


“You have no children, I suppose?” said the landlord to the 
prospective tenant. 

“Indeed, no!” was the shrill-voiced reply; ‘‘1’m a woman’s 
suffrage advocate.” 


REAL PLUCK. 


It is wonderful how courageous a young lady is in perilous 
tiraes when there is nobody at hand to put his arm around and 
soothe her. You may have noticed it. 


IS IT THE MILLENNIUM? 


What we need in order to bring about universal equality is a 
method by which somebody else will do all the work and you 
get all the money, and the Lord has not yet moved ip that 
mysterious way. 


SeICURE mn ne DEAF. 


PECK’S PATENT IMPROVED CUSHIONED EAR DRUMS PER- 
|FECTLY RESTORE THE HEARING and perform the work of the 
Zoeinatural drum. Invisible, comfortable and always in position. 
a) All conversation and even whispers heard distinctly. Send for 
‘illustrated book with testimonials, FREE. Address F. HISCOX, 
863 Broadway, N.Y. Name this paper 
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16 & 18 Broap Sr., 


ALBANY, N. Y., 
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Private Wires to 
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Spencer ‘Trask & Co., 
BANKERS, 


New York Cliry. 


SARATOGA, PROVIDENCE, R. I., 
State Street, cor. James. Grand Union Hotel. 5 & 7 Exchange Street. 


Transact a General Banking Business. 


ALL CLASSES OF SECURITIES BOUGHT AND SOILD ON 
COMMISSION, AND CARRIED ON MARGINS. 


each Office, and to 


BOSTON, = WORCESTER. 











CA LWMLETH YD 8B AC EK : 


THE JEWELER WHO TOLD HIS CUSTOMER HE HAD NEVER HEARD OF 


ABBOTT'S PATENT ermal ei ATTACHMENT. 


When an article of real 
merit or an invention of 
great value to the public is 
brought out, the dealers in 


the particular line of trade ' 
to which it relates will | 
usually recommend it to hi 





their customers, 7f # affords |), 
them a large profit. Abbott’s }\ 
Patent Stem-Winding At- | 

tachment was designed for 
the purpose ‘of altering to | 
stem-wind gentlemen’s key- || 
winding American watches. || 
Over thirty thousand | 
watches have been suc- | 
i 


cessfully altered during the | | A 
short time it has been on ; ; \ 
the market, and it cannot |'} st 

i 


now be told that they were | 
not originally made to wind 
at the stem. 
It is endorsed and recom- 
mended by the managers MM - ~ = 
of all the American Watch 
Factories for use on watches 
of their make. 


Every Jeweler in the a om uz 

















United States and Canada 
has been thoroughly ac- 
quainted with the merits of a as 
this device. acne 

It is conceded by com- — 
petent judges to be “the 
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best advertised article in the 
trade.” 

If you have an American 
watch that has looked you 
squarely in the face and 


Null given you an honest opin- 


ion of the time of day for 
several years, and in whose 
judgment you have the ut- 
most confidence, don’t be 


¢ persuaded to give it up be- 


cause it requires a key to 
wind it. Consult your Jew- 


R eler about it. 


Should he plead ignor- 
ance of the existence of 
Abbott’s Stem-Winding At- 
tachment, it will be because 
he hopes to sell you a new 
watch on which he can 
make a larger profit. 

Put him down on your list 
of liars—call his attention 
to the accompanying pic- 
ture—remind him that the 
father of all liars is around 
gathering in his sons—and 
send your watch to the 
manufacturer for alteration. 


HENRY ABBOTT, 
4 Maiden Lane, 
NEW YORK. 








DREXEL, Morcan & Co. 


WALL STREET (CORNER OF BROAD), 
NEw YorE. 


DREXEL & 00, | DREXEL, HARJES & C0., 
Oorner of 5th and , Chestnut oe 31 Boulevard Haussmann, 
Philadelphia. Paris. 


XX Ke 


DOMESTIC AND FOREIGN BANKERS. 


KX XX — 


Deposits Received Subject to Draft. Securities Bought and Sold on 
Commission. Interest Allowed on Deposits. 





Foreign E=achange. Commercial Credits. Cattle 
‘Transfers. 


CIRCULAR LETTERS FOR TRAVELERS, Available in all Parts of the World. 
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coats 


SUCCESSORS TO 


RINDER & DERBYSHIRE 


HADLEY, 


1 & 17 Cooper Institute, 
THE OLD RELIABLE STORE 


—— POR -— 


French China, Poreelain, Glassware, 
CULVERWARE, CUTLERY #%° HOUSE FURNISHING GOODS, 


Hotel and Bar Glassware a Specialty. 
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THE CLEANED-OUT CLUB. 
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VICTORIOUS POKER-PLAYER—‘‘ Good ebenen’, gents. De nex’ time yer wants 
ter play a stacked deck on a stranger, yer wants ter find out dat he yaint Tom 
Ochiltree’s body-sarbent befo’hand. Ill come roun’ in de mornin’ an’ git de 
cuspedohs.,” 


FROM JUDGE. 


SOME GOOD 
AFTER ALL. 


UTILIZATION. 


“It’s along 
time since we 
saw you at 
the club.” 

“I’ve been 
staying with 
my uncle.” 

“Your mil- 

lionaire 
uncle?” 

“Yes.” 

“Ts he ill?” 

“Seriously 
so, I fear.” 
“Alas, money 
doesn’t bring 
happiness. ” 
“Yes, it does 
—it brings — 
happiness to = 
others.” Mrs. QuiLty—*‘ Will yez shtop shnorin’, John, an’ doan’ 

be jigglin’ th’ candle, ’till Oi rade about th’ percission goin’ 
— by Flannelly’s saloon.” 

De wicked Yea 
offen wondah The main difference as to cruelty and meanness 
how oddahs between the cowboy and the Indian is that the 
kin be good. cowboy never gets caught. 











THE SOBER SECOND THOUGHT. 
The next time I give out a battle-flag order I 
won't do it.—G. Cleveland. 
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Away up in Trinity steeple is a broken win- 
dow. The legend connected with it is brief. 
A woman at the Battery threw a stone at a dog 
on Staten Island. 





Misfortune seldom comes singly ; most farm- 
ers use a double-barreled gun now-a-days. 





Compliment to an esteemed contemporary— 
“The Sfofer is nothing if it is not truthful; so 
it is nothing.” 


The extreme thirst that prevails here on Sun- 
day, according to Mr. Malaprop, is enough to 
peel the bark off a yellow dog. 





It is estimated that Smith caught the most and 
the largest fish during the summer outing, and Ko 
Smith is the man who is always telling you - 
about it. 


THOUGHT HE HAD FOUND A LONG LOST BROTHER. 
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EXEMPLIFIED. 








‘**Progress’’ and ‘‘ Poverty.” 





WELL FROZEN. 


Customer—‘‘Give me a quart of ice- 
cream, please. Oh, by the way, is it well 
frozen? I don’t like it if it isn’t.” 

Dealer—*1 should say it was. We’ve 
hired a Boston girl to come over and look 
into the freezer every hour.” 


Customer — “Make that two quarts, 
please.” 








Among the curious questions that the 
scientist has yet to present is this—Why 
is a milk-stool invariably limited to three 
legs, while that of the counting-room is 
not considered complete unless it has 
four? 


You must not question the methods of 
the priest. That was the old idea. You 
must not criticise those of the judiciary. 
That is the new one. j 


In our opinion it was Shakespeare who 
did the literary part of the Baconianism : 
but that was so small, comparatively 


EXILE (/rom the orient, overjoyed)—‘* Wog-abeneffend—b-r-r-mazin ahab! "— (and we understood one as speaking, that William would be glad to 


well as the other.) 


have it overlooked. 
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10 Barclay Street, New York. 2 


LARCEST STEAMING CAPACITY. 
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INVIGORATING AND NUTRITIOUS. 5 s 
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PURE GOODS SOLD ONLY! | 


For over a Quarter of a Suntan our Teas and Coffees have been 
used by the people of the U.S, and how satisfactorily the many mil- 
lion customers can best testify. They have so testified and keep 
increasing daily by using our goods, thus showing the great faith they 
have in the quality of the same, our manner of conducting business, 
and in the true commercial principle, Only One Profit, between 
the Purchaser and Consumer! We ask all lovers of 





Rochester Lamp. 


Buy one, so will your sister, cousin and your aunt, 


PURE TEAS, COFFEES & BAKING POWDER, (WONDER OF THE WORLD.) 
t ution and think of the poisonous trash that are being 
einer pte late “ these wabutiaiions twadeee. 25 Warren St. & 1201 Broadway, N. & 





tT? ONE PRICE TO ALL.-3x ROCHESTER LAMP CO., 
“The Great Atlantic & Pacific Tea Co's 


THE GREAT ATLANTIC & PACIFIC TEA COMPANY thse 


Powder, have been my solace througk | 1h@ Largest Importers and Distributors in the World. | 
_ seentng Headquarters, 35 & 87 Vesey St., New York. 


PLATED SKIRT BRAID $8.00 THE WORLD TYPE WRITER. $8.00 




































| RAPID, THE ONLY PRACTICAL 

| SIMPLE, ————— AND CHEAP 

DURABLE. ———— TYPE-WRITER. 
DOUBLE STITCH.” a REQUIRES Can be Operated 

FS NO at once. 
| 7 < : EXPERIENCE leo, Becker & Co. 
fas be 30 Gt. Jones St. 

SCHLOSS & SONS NY. SOLE MFRS. 708 le Work = 


Send for circular and 


of a Machine 
Costing $100.00 baninens tens 


Price $2.00 and Upwards. EO UN TET AIN PEN. Every Pen Warranted. 


The Holder of the ‘‘INDEPEN- 
DENT” Fountain Pen is made of 3 : 
best quality Hard Rubber whichis <a ae Fy = DEPENDENT TE 
not injured by contact with ink, and @—<— . = ——— 
is fitted with a superior quality gold ¥ 
Pen, for ming a combination the at will 


SOLD BY THE BEST TRADE. 











last < a life pos o . ae § are n suitable for all purposes, and who may have occasion to carry writing materials with them, our FOUNTAIN PEN meets the demand. 
AGENTS WANTED. 


We also manufacture a good, reliable STYLOGRAPHIC PEN for $x and upward, LIBERAL DISCOUNT TO AGENTS. 
J. ULLRICH & CO., 106 Liberty Street, New York. 
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GOOD THINGS 


A THOUSAND YEARS WITH THE JUDGE. 


the absence of the proprietor and most of the staff 
of this paper, it has occurred to the writer, under 
the stress of repeated calls for copy by the hip 
locked compositor in the basement, that a con- 
densed history of the sheetanda short description of 
its surroundings and jfersonnel would prove inter- 
esting, and possibly aid in booming the subscrip- 
tion list. 

With the present issue of Jupcr will close the one 
thousandth year of its existence, and while the 
grand jury is lenient we hope to get out at least two 
more issues for good measure before giving up the 
work and retiring on our shields. At the time sev- 
eral centuries ago, when war prices and the absence 
= of the income tax made it possible for us to do 
things a as we liked, the Jupce was domiciled in a palatial and 
imposing palace of industry on Pearl street, in this city, where 
the art, editorial and business departments were models of com- 
fort and elegance, and where the centering of the elevated rail- 
road system made it possible for us to get out our monumental 
weekly edition with celerity and the least possible amount of 
profanity. But there came a time, during the British occupation 
of the city, when we were obliged to seek other quarters—a shell 
from a vessel in the fleet having exploded in the centre of our 
profanity—and in consequence of the suddenness of the blow 
we were obliged to put up with the first resting-place that was 
offered us. 

A man named Potter had rebuilt a burned building of his on 
Park row, utilizing most of the charred boards and broken win- 
dow sashes from the old structure, and his inducement of a nom- 
inal rent to be paid by him to us, and our homeless condition, 
resulted in establishing us here, where from our windows—when 
they are washed—we can look right across and hobnob with our 
bosom friends, the aldermen in the adjacent city hall. 

The writer is concocting this description with a piece of artist’s 
pencil on the back of an accepted ms. which he found on the 
editor’s table, and as the ms. itself is not a lengthy one and there 
is no more blank material at command, the effort must necessa- 
rily be short; but we cannot refrain from taking space to intro- 
duce the public to a gang of Aierafeurs who have done much to 
revolutionize comic journalism. 

The president of the Jupcz company was born and has lived 
in Canajoharie. That settles 4m, and the least said about the 
matter the better. If he had done nothing worse than inflict Mr. 
Gillam on the public, it would still have been bad enough. 

Mr. Gillam, who is a short, stout, thick-necked man of com- 
manding appearance so far as his feet are concerned, came origi- 
nally from Italy during a steerage-rate war some years ago, and 
picked up his somewhat ephemeral knowledge of art while pos- 
ing as a model in a comic valentine factory in Williamsburg. He 
is in charge of the art department when Mr. Zimmerman feels 
generous, and has been mentioned as a man who can eat crayon 
and draw with a ham sandwich if the exigencies of the cartoon- 
istic profession so demand. His lieutenants, Messrs. Zimmer- 
man and Hamilton, are of inestimable value to him—at lunch 
time, and can usually be found having their hair cut in the ton- 
sorial café which is built out from the building on a temporary 
staging. 

Mr. Zimmerman, who is a native of Horseheads, this state, 
began his professional career by sketching a portrait of one of 





Consultation room, where ideas are prepared. 


FROM JUDGE. 


his father’s neighbors on theside 
of a horse-stall, and the anxious 
and worried expression which 
his face habitually wears is 

caused by the fact that the 
neighbor never caught him and 
is still looking for him. He, © 
too, though not usually a 
of in the same breath with 
L. Sullivan, is an athletic and 
powerful man, and isoften used 
as a paper-weight by Mr. Gillam 
when such an article is needed to 
throw atthe head of Mr. Hamil- 
ton to wake the latter up. 

Since his return from Ber- 
muda, where he has been passing the winter, Mr. Hamilton has 
looked a little better, although the attenuated limbs, hectic (bob- 
tailed) flush and narrow chest show the presence of that insidious 
foe, consumption. His chief does not work him as hard as he did 
formerly, and with only two cartoons and ten comics a day it is 
hoped that his life may be spared long enough to enable him to 
work up the wages which have been advanced to him. 

Our society artist, Mr. Victor, is seldom seen at the office. 
He has not had his dress coat off for years now, and always 
draws with lavender kids on and surrounded by the most superb 
and rare bric-a-brac that can be found for him. It is a little early 
to announce it, but the Stewart collection will not be scattered. 
Jupce has bought it outright, and Mr. Victor will be in the 
centre of it, drawing with both hands and a corkscrew, to-morrow 
night. 

Messrs. Beuvenuto Cellini, our cartoon suggestor, Michael An- 
gelo and Gustave Doré are no longer with us, and Munkacsy, 

whom we imported to turn out cuts for our advertising columns, 
went-back in disgust because we refused to allow his latest can- 

» 3 vas to be hung out of 
our windowsasa banner. 

Our editor, Mr. Greg- 
ory, varies the monotony 
of newspaper life by con- 
ducting a banking and 
brokerage business in 
the basement, and his 





Procuring our first stone. 


eer clean-cut, pungent hu- 
yor} mor is nursed and ren- 
Coy dered pliable by the con- 
stant display of human 
oe nature which comes be- 
fore him. This is not 

ea an advertising scheme, 
a but the writer cannot re- 
yr frain from giving Mr. 


Gregory a puff to the ef- 
fect that he allows a 
higher rate of interest 
and keeps the collaterals 
longer than any other 
broker in the city. 

A professor of pen- 
manship has lately been 
engaged by the vice-president of the company, Mr. Hart, and it 
is supposed that when he learns to write much valuable time will 
be saved and a good deal of loud talking done away with. 

Our mechanical department is under the charge of Mr. Sach- 
rison, a gentleman who is distinguished for his unique ability in 
mixing color. Some of the shades which he has produced have 
caused emotional hydrophobia, and one particular brand, which 
he calls “turtle-egg white,” is being put up in tubes and sold as 
vaccine virus for use in aggravated cases of smallpox. 

Let us follow one issue of Jupcr from the time of its inception 











Our hired laughers. 
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" Our stone department, 


bed 
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Organized 1845. 








New York Life Insurance Co. 





WILLIAM H. BEERS, President. 











Purely Mutual. 





Assets, January 1, 1887, over................cccccc cece $75,000,000 


IN A iS ried awe a wea Woe eee 
Surplus (State Standard), over 


19,000,000 
15,000,000 


THOS ROCCE T Cee HOSS OWS 


THE NEW YORK LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY ISSUES all approved 
forms of policies on the purely mutual plan. Also, 


POLICIES WHICH FURNISH 
1.—A GOOD INVESTMENT, 


If a man lives. 





If he dies. 
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Do not insure until you have seen full particulars of these Policies. 
write the nearest Agent, or the Home Office, for such particulars—at once. 


THE NEW YORK LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY, 


346 & 348 Broadway, New York City. 


2.—INSURANCE AND A GUARANTEED DIVIDEND, 


The New York Life’s Non-forfeiting Tontine Policies, by a new adjustment of 
premium to risk, and by improved methods of dealing with surplus and reserve, now 
offer A Good Investment in connection with the protection of an insurance during a 
period of ten, tifteen, or twenty years. 


IN CASE OF DEATH during these periods the Company will Guarantee, 
if desired, a Mortuary Dividend (to be paid with the death-claim) equal to all pre- 
miums that shall have been paid on the Policy. 


Do not fail to 





Superior to Patent Leather. 
CAMERON’S 





Sold by all First-class Dealers. 


PO :L,:O: 


THE WONDERFUL PREPARATION OF THE AGE FOR 


CHAPPED HANDS »® ROUGH SKIN. 
Whitens the Flesh and gives it a Velvety Softness, 


Just try it once, and give us your unbiased opin- 
ion, as we are determined every lady once using it 
will never do without ZOLO as a toilette requisite; 
the most perfect lotion for the skin, and harmless. 


Mailed Free. 25 Cts. per Bottle. 
F, E. COLLINS, Sole Proprietor, 


Summer Street, Worcester, Mass. 


Bo persistent in insisting on your Druggist sending for it. 


JACQUOT & CO.’S 











IN THE MARKET. 
ROTHSCHILD BROS. & CO., 
Sole Agents for American Continent. 


THE BEST 





Remington 
STANDARD 


Typewriter 


Wyckoff, Seamans & Benedict, 
339 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 





M. LAMBIE, 


ALL KINDS OF 


fore 
: BOOK 
HOLDERS 


THe Most PERFECT 

Dictionary Holder. 

Send for Dlustrated 
e. 
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Grand Conservatory of Music 


OF THE 
City oF NEw YorRK. 
(INCORPORATED.) 


46-——_W est 23d Street.——_ 46 


THE LEADING SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 


Elocution and Dramatic Art; Foreign Languages, 
Drawing and Painting. 





Free Advantages Equal to Six Lessons per Week. 


HAS BEEN ATTENDED BY OVER 


TEN THOUSAND STUDENTS. 
FIFTY PROFESSORS, 


Including the Greatest Artists of Europe and America. 


Two LARGE PEDAL ORGANS FOR ORGAN STUDENTS; 
LIBRARY ; HARPS FOR PRACTICE. 


Monthly Entertainments at Chickering Hall 


FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS, ADDRESS 


E. EBERHARD, MUS. DOC., President, 
46 West 23d Street, NEW YORK. 
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for $9.50. CG. 
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SHOT oY 1g TOP SNAP “Sigtoi crip <a, 
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OUR “ EMPEROR”? Double Barrel, Breech-Loading Shot Guns are the best in the market. 

New Catalogue giving full description sent Free. We havea fulll 

Watches and SW CLA Goods at Rock Bottom Prices. 
. 


ine of Guns, 
A good 


Rifles, Waltham 


Double-Barrel Breech Loader 


CLAFLIN & CO., 54 & 56 Duane St,, New York City, N. ¥. 
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till it is stolen from the beer 
counter by the tramp. 

Messrs. Gillam, Zimmerman, 
Hamilton, Victor and the writer 
(the latter in a clerical capacity) 
have a room set apart for the 
formulation of all ideas that are 
not sent tothem. ‘This depart- 
ment is usually about as cheer- 
ful as the dissecting-room at the 
morgue, but occasionally peals 
of horrid laughter emanate from 
it, and these signify that an idea 
has at last been evolved and the 
stretchers are brought in. Af- 
ter partially reviving the artists 
they are propped up in chairs 
before the immense four-issue stones and set to work. 

On completion of the respective cartoons, Grady, Brophy, 
McGurkey and O’Brien, our rock-bearing force, are given a pint 
of Ann street dew apiece, and under its influence the tremendous 
block is carried to the press room, where from the jaws of a 
replica of the original Franklin press the edition is soon turned 
out. 

The Potter building is too small to allow us to hang legible 
signs on its exterior, and to take their place we have hired—or 
rather bonded—two gentlemen of leisure to stand at the lower 
portals and laugh at our bulletin board day after day, Sundays 
included. The scheme works well, excepting that they cannot 
discriminate between a roaring farce and a pitiful appeal to 
human nature as depicted by our cartoons, and muzzles will soon 
be provided for use when an allegorical picture of misery is dis- 
played. 

It is impossible to close this article without mentioning Mr. 
Scalley, our circulation swearer. He is a gentleman whose truth 
and veracity have never been 
questioned, and passes the lat- 
ter part of each week in Belle- 
vue hospital to be treated for 
partial paralysis, brought on by 
a constant lifting of his right 
arm in swearing to affidavits. 

As to the “out ensemble of the 
JupcGEr staff——— Holy smoke! 
here comes the whole gang of 
them, and I have neglected to 
clean the inkstands. 

JUDGE’S OFFICE BOY. 




















“I have met this man,” said the lawyer, with extreme severity, 
‘‘in a great many places where I would be ashamed to be seen 
myself” —and then he paused and looked with astonishment at 
the smiling court and jury. 





THOSE HATS. Several statesmen 


are hard at work tell- 
ing the farmers how 
to raise crops; but 
if the farmers should 
assume to tell them 
how to make votes 
the laugh would be 
on the other side. 


The declaration of 
Frederick Douglass 
that he still belongs 
to the Republican 
party is as superflu- 
ous as would be the 
addition of a cellar 
to a house already 
thus supplied. 

Mr. Sullivan is re- 
pudiating his friends 
with such assiduity 
that presently he 
won'thaveany; but 
he has this conso- 
lation —he can lick 
them all back again. 





Another suggestion for theatre hats. Run them Dar’ n ; 
up as high as you want to, ladies, but give us a ars many a lie 


right of way through the lower story. on a tomb-stun. 


FROM JUDGE. 


SECOND THOUGHTS ARE BEST. 





DEAcon WHITE—“‘ Dere’s sumfin ’spicious "bout dat rooster. It is de fust 
time in my chu'ch sperience dat I’ve seed one on a bar’! at dis time o’ night. 
Guess it’s dangerous ter tech it.”’ 7 





UNCONGENIAL OCCUPATION. 


Sunny Ilalian—‘*‘Mea wanta teecket home by ze boata Inde- 
pendencia.” 

Steamship passenger ageni—“Why, you came out only last month! 
Sick of the country, Pietro?” 

Sunny Ilalian—“Verra. Ze pozeetion my broder getta me here 
ees no agreeabletto.” 

Steamship agent— “ What was it?” 

Sunny Italan—*“ Ah! ze sn—a—a—ke! when I land, he say, ‘Come, 
Pietro, you getta four dolla a week cutting soap in ze Turkeesh 


9? 


bath-house.’ His backa has my stiletto! 





BOUND TO HAVE IT. 


Patron (impatiently)—“‘ Waiter, waiter! bring me half a spring 
chicken nicely broiled, in a great hurry ; I have but five minutes 
to spare.” 

Waiter—“Can’t do it inside of twenty minutes.” 

Patron (excitedly )}—‘“ Never mind, I must have it at once if it 
takes an hour; hurry up.” 








WORSE THAN THE HEAT. 


“One of our operators was prostrated to-day,” remarked the 
superintendent of a telegraph company. 

“T didn’t think it was as hot as that,” was the reply. 

‘‘It wasn't the heat,” said the superintendent. “The man was 
transmitting the report of the Concord school of philosophy.” 
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**Mr. Duffy, will you throw me the keys until I lave meself into the house ?” 
‘*No, Mrs. Duffy, I'll not. Yez beat me an’ made me life a burden, so 
yez has; an’ from this time foorth I intind to assert me manhood!” 
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TRADE MARE 
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Croup, Quinsy, Asthma, | 
Catarrh, Diphtheria, ' 
Hay Fever, Pneumonia, 


Bronchitis, Tonsilitis, 


| Hoarseness, Sore Throat, ; G 
Hacking Cough, Wh’p’g Cough, mt 


| 
| Irritation of Throat. 











For the cure of all Throat and Lung Diseases, and all affections of the mucous membranes of the Bronchial and Nasal passages, 
Y = ~. consequent upon Coughs and Colds ; Coughs contracted by taking Cold on scarlet fever or measles, and all Throat Diseases 
alin. a leading to Consumption. Ordinary Hoarseness cured in a few minutes. Bad Coughs and Colds killed over night. Buy a bottle 
© and take it home; you will never regret it. K-WREN COUGH BALSAM, price so cents and $1.00 per bottle. K-WREN 
TROCHES, 10, 15 and 25 cents per box. 

The K-WREN TROCHES are intended for day use, and can be carried in the pocket, but the K-WREN COUGH BALSAM 
should be used at night and on rising in the morning. It is far more powerful than the Troches. A bottle of the K-WREN 
COUGH BALSAM ought always to be kept in the house, /or you never know when it will be needed, and the sooner the remedy is 
applied the quicker and easier the cure. ; 

These K-WREN Remedies are free from Opium or Potash. They can be taken with perfect freedom and safety by adults 
and children, With infants they are specially valuable, as they do not produce constipation. ~~ 














WM. SCHWARZWAEHELDER & CO., 


° MANUFACTURERS OF 


AGENTS FOR INDIANAPOLIS CABINET CO. DESKS AND TABLES. 


259 Pearl Street, New York. 


OFPrFIOD FURNITURE A SPHBOCIALTYV 


| F 
Is now being introduced in the United States. Established for Fifty Years i \ D | 
in Europe. Preferred there to all others. No better Thread 


made for either Hand or Machine use. ASK FOR 

USED AND RECOMMENDED BY THE DOMESTIC SEWING 
MACHINE CO. 

The Chadwicks refused to join the combination in this or any other DRESSMAKERS 


country, and propose to give the people of this country this staple article at ° 
a REDUCED PRICE. Prefer the FAST BLACKS to Silk. 


Pl d for les. 
ans ecmneianit§ ate CILBERT’S NAME ON SELVACE. 
| ; NONE OTHER GHENUIN=S 


| 448 Broome Street, New York. 





THE BEST THREAD 














Glucose, Lamp-black, and many injurious ingredients used to reduce the cost, and 
yield a large profit to the manufacturer and retailer, but disastrous results to the 
human system. There is fortunately one exception—THE OLD AND RELIABLE 


-? PEASE’S HOREHOUND CANDY # 


which we claim to be the only Cough Confection free from adulteration. Its purity 
and wonderful curative power has won for it testimonials of such men as Presidents 
ANDREW JACKSON and JOHN TYLER, and thousands of professional men and prominent 
merchants. Prof. RICKETTS, Chemist of the Schvcol of Mines, Columbia College, has just 
added his endorsement in a communication to Mr. Hull, of the American Institutes. 


Druggists will not supply you unless you demand it, as they make a much larger 
profit on adulterated confections. The proprietor of 


* 








. . Beg, ?. 
‘ . : . ¢ ‘ 


courts a comparison, by analysis, with any so-called Cough Drop on the market 
Confectioners do not sell it. Send stamp for testimonials, sworn to before the Notaries 
of The Sun and N. Y. Herald. P. O. Box 8774, New York City. 
Pease’s Horehound Candy, 10c., 15c. and 25c. packages. ** Pease’s Honey, 
Horehound, Licorice and Tar ” is the King of Pulmonic Balsams, 
(pleasant to take) 25c., 50c., $1.00 per Bottle. 
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DO | not suffer from skin disease when you can be readily cured by Skin-Success. 
HORRIBLE blotches and pimples-femoved by Skin-Success.and effectually banished. 


THIS IS WORTH 

















HIGHLY ENDORSED 
MMOBMWMWQWWAWVT $1, 7 ba ey THE 
TO ANY CHLLD ~.. Medical Profession. 
es : WOMAN oR rag ae 
1 if . who is not blessed with ae ee ee 
t tate: "ak i a -) skin. Indispensable 
; eet 1 a fair, healthy Skin, or _» for the Toilet. Feer- 
Gain ai : is troubled with humors. >> less asa Preservative. 
i£i UU AUN “Twin Marvels of Healing.”’ , \y» Perfect as a heater. 


? i 
© ataruggists, ‘Skin-Success’ 
25c &T5e. Skin-Success Soap aa a, ‘Skin-Success Soap" 


25c. Palmer Chemical Co.,N.Y. hey tae }25c. PalmerChemicalCo.,N.Y. 
Sold by all Grocers, “WZ ESS | Skin-Success Soap will preserve your skin clear and firm. Admirable for 


bath and toilet. ANY SKIN OR SCALP disease can be quickly cured by Palmer’s 
Skin-Success Soap and Ointment. 
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Best in the World, 
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‘Gosh, Hanner, we didn’t hev sich a splendid pianner as this, in the old times.” 


‘‘Thet’s so, Silas; and Sohmer’s is as fur ahead of modern pianners, as the Volunteer is of the Thistle!” 





